CONQUEST | 


| 

ME X I C O 
BY FHE 3 
\_-, 5 4m anmd 
4 Being the Sequel of | 
6 The . 1.iND LA N QU E E N. I 


- 


| 0 | en B Y y 
= 

* FO HEN DRYDEN, Eſq. 7 
| WED 
this _ ſeripſh iſe pudet, quia plurima cerno, +4 
Me quoque qui fect, judice, digna lint. Ovid. 

be FE - — 
IS G . 
MY LOND O N, 


- /Printed by T. Warren tos H. Herringman, and are: to#? 
be Sold by R. Bent/zy, 7. Tonſon, F. Sues 5a 
_ and. T: Bennet, - 1 165 6. BE. 


wo. =%. 
. I ® 


" . pu : 4 hy 
_- +- > b - W 7 ” 
+ dd ” . di x _— ""Þ 


z - . \ "_— 


—_ 


- 
. - 
- 
. 
. o 
= 
4 
= 
= * 
. 
, 
bs 
f 
. 
: % 
. 
- 9 E 
. ; 
4- . . - 
4 
” 
: 
. 
. 
LY 
oy 
%. on 
* 
. * 
4 
* T 
y 
4 » 4 
- . ” 


TO TI HE 
Moſt Excellent and Moſt Illuſtrious Princeſs 


ANNE. 


Dutcheſs of Monmouth and Bucclugh, Wife to the 
Moſt Illaſtrious and High-born Prince 1 


ZAMES Duke of Monmouth. 


May it pleaſe your Grace, $ | 
H E Favour which Heroick Plays have lately found upon | 
our Theatres, has been wholly deriv'd to them from the - 
Countenance and Approbation they have receiv'd at Court. 
The moſt eminent Perſons for Wit and Honour in the Royal 
Circle having ſo far owned them, that they have judg'd no way ſo fit * 
as Verſe toentertain a Noble Audience, or to expreſs a Noble Paſſion. . 
And amongſt the reſt which have been written in this kind, they 
have been fo indulgent to this Poem, as to allow it no inconfide- 
rable place. Since therefore to the Court I owe its Fortune on the 
Stage ; ſo, being now m@re publickly expos'd in Print, I humbly re-. 
commend it to your Grace's Proteftion, who, by all knowing Perſons * 
are elteem'd a principal Ornament of the Court. But though the ' 
Rank which you hold in the Royal Family, might direct the Eyes 
of a Poet to you, yet your Beauty and Goodneſs detain and fix them. 
High Objedts, cis true, attraC&t the Sight; but it looks up with Pain 
on craggy Rocks and barren Mountains, and continues not-intent on* 
any Object, which is wanting in Shades and Greens to entertain it. 
Beauty, in Courts, is ſo neceſfary to the young, that thoſe who are 

| F. *\ Ip _ withow 


m— The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
| without it, ſeem to be there to no other purpoſe than to wait on the 
Triumphs of the Fair; to attend their Motions in Obſcurity, as the 
Moon and Stars do the Sun by day ; or, at beſt, to be the Refuge of 
thoſe Hearts which others have deſpis'd ; and, by the unworthin-5: 
of both, to give and take. a miſerable Comfort. But , as needful as 
Beauty is, Virtue and Honour are. yet more : the Reign of it without 
their Support is unſafe and ſhort, like that of Tyrants. Every Sun 
which looks on Beauty waſtes 1t ; agd, when it 1s once decaying, the 
Repairsof Art are of as ſhort c&ntinuance, as the after-Spring when the 
Sun is going further off, This, Madam , is its orflinary Fate; but 
yours, which is accompanied by- Virtue, 1s not ſubject to that common 
Deſtiny. © Your Grace has not only along time of Youth 1n which to 
- Qouriſh, but you have likewiſe found the way, -by an untainted pre- 
fervation of Your Honour, to make that periſhable Good more laſt- 
ing. And if Beauty, like Vines, could be preferv'd by being mix'd 
| and embodicd with others of their own Natures, then your Grace's 
would be immortal, ſince no part of Exrope can afford a Parallel to 
your Noble Lord, in Maſculine Beauty, and in goodlineſs of ſhape. 
To receive the Bleſlings and Prayers of Mankind, you need only to 
. be ſeen together : we are ready to conclude that you are a pair of An- 
gels ſent below to make Virtue amiable in your Perſons, or to fit to 
Poets when they would pleaſantly inſtruc the Age, by -drawing 
Goodneſs in the moſt perfect and alluring ſhape of Nature. But tho' 
Beauty be the Theme, on which Poets love to dwell, I muſt be for- 
ced to quit it as a private Praiſe, ſince you have deſerv'd thoſe which 
are more publick. For Goodneſsand Humanity, which ſhine in you, 
are Virtues which concern Mankind : and by a certain kind of Inte- 
reſt all People agree in their commendation, becauſe the profit of them 
may extend to many, *Tis ſo much your inclination to dogood, that 
you ſtay not to be ask'd ; which isan approach ſo nigh the Deity, that 
Humane Nature is not capable of a netrer.  'Tis my Happineſs that F 
can teſtify this Virtue of your Grace's by my own Experience ; ſince I 
have fo great an Averſion from ſoliciting Court-Favours, that ] am 
ready to look on thoſe as very bold, who dare grow rich there with- 
out deſert. But I beg your Grace's Pardon for alluming this Virtue of 
Modeſty to my ſelf, which the Sequel of this Diſcouriz will no way 
juſtify. For in this Addreſs I have already. quitted the character of a 
modeſt Man, by preſenting you this Poem as an Acknowledgment, 
which ſtands in need of your Protection ; and which ought no more 
..to beeſteem'd a Preſent, than it is accounted Bounty inthe Poor, when 


he FEiiftle Dedicatnry. 


they beſtow a Child on ſome wealthy Fried wt: will better breed 
it up. Off-ſprrings of this Nature arc like to be ſo ni:merous with me, 
that I muſt be forc'd to ſend ſome of them abroad! ; only this 15 Tike to 
be more fortunate than his Brothers, becauſe I have landed him on an: - 
hoſpitable ſhore. Under your Patronage Mortezi:7a hopes he is more | 
fafe than in his Native [des : and therefore comes to throw himſelf | 
at your Grace's Feet, paying that Homage to your Beauty, which he 
refus'd to the Violence of his Conquerors. He begs only, that when - 
he ſhall relate his Sufferings, you will confider him as an Þ:dian Prince, * 
and not expectany other Eloquence trom his Simplicity, than what his © 
Griefs have furniſh'd him withal. His Story 1s, perhaps, the greateſt 
which was ever repreſented in a Poem of this nature ; the Action of 1t 
including the Diſcovery and.Conquelt of a new World. In itT have 
neither wholly follow'd the Truth of the Hiſtory, nor altogether left 
it: but have taken all the Liberty of a Poet, to add, alter, or diminiſh, 
as I thought might beſt conduce to the beautifyiag of my work ; it be- 
ing not the busneſs of a Poet to repreſent Hiſtorical Truth, but Proba- 
bility. But I am not to make the Juſtification of this Poem, which I 
wholly leave to your Grace's Mercy. 'Tis an irregular Piece, if + 
compar'd with many of Cornezlle's, and, 1f I may make a Judgment of 
it, written with more Flame than Art ; in which it repreſents the- * 
Mind and Intentions of the Author, who 1s with much more Zeal and 
Integrity, than Deſign and Artihce, 


Madam 
Your Grace's moſt Obedient, 
and moſt Obliged Servant, 


OAch. r2, 
1667, 


John Dryden. 


Con= © 


Connexion of the Indian Emperor to the Indian Queen. 
| en Conclufion of the Indian Queen, (part of which Poem was writ by 
me) left little matter for another Story to be built on, there remaining 
| . but two of the conſiderable Characters alive, (viz.) Montezuma and Orazia : 
| Thereupon the Author of this thought it necellary to produce new perſons 
fromthe old ones; and confidering the late Indian Queen, before ſhe lov'd 
Montezuma, liv'd in clandeſtine Marriage with her General Traxa/la ; from 
thoſe two he has rajs'd a Son and two Daughters, ſuppos'd to be lett young 
Orphans at their Death : on the otber fide, he has given to Montezuma and 
-Orazia, twoSons and a Daughter : all now ſuppoſed ro be grown up to Mens 
and Womens eſtate ; and their Mother 0ra272 (for whom there was no tur: 
ther uſe in the Story ) lately dead. 

v0 that you are'to imagine about Twenty years elaps'd fince the Coronation 
of Montezuma ; who, in the truth of the Hiſtory, was a great and glorious 

Prince ; and in whoſe time happened the Diſcovery and Invaſion of Mexico 
by the Sparnrards, under the condutt of Hernando Cortez, who joined with the 
1raxallan-Indians, the inveterate Enemies of Montezuma. wholly ſubverted that 
_—_— Empize ; the Conqueſt of which is the ſubject of this Dramatique 
roem. 

I have neither wholly followed the ſtory, nor varied from it; and, as near 
as1 could, have traced the Native Simplicity and Ignorance of the Indans, in 
relation to European Cuſtoms : The Shipping, Armour, Horſes, Swords, and 
# Guns of the Spamards, being as new to them, as their Habits and their Language 
| . were to the Chriſtians. | 

The difference of thzir Religion from ours, I have taken from the Story it 
ſelf; and that which you find of it in the firſt and fifth ACts touching the Sut- 
ferings and Conſtancy of Montezuma in his Opinions, I have only illuſtrated, 
not alter'd from thoſe who have written of it. 


The Names of the Perſons Repreſented; 


Montezuma, Emperour of Mexi7o. 
Odmar, his Eldeſt Son. 

Indians, Men, <Gryomar, his Younger Son. 
Orbellan, Son to the late Indian £een by Traxalla. 
High Prieſt of the Sun. 

Cydaria, Montezuma's Daughter. 
| _ *\ſtersand Daughters tothe lateIndianQrueen 
Cortez, the Spaniſh General. 
| Spanuards, Ny aſq 2 Commanders ainder him. 


Pizarro 


| Women, 


The Scene MEX IC O, and two Leagues about 1t. 
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. And arrogantly, as his fellows do, 


OLOGUE 


L mighty Critiques ! whom our Indians here . | 
Worſhip, inſt as they do the Devil, for fear. 
In reverence to your Pow'r I come this day © - 
To give you timely warning of our Play: 
The Scenes are old, the Habits are the ſame 
We wore laſt Tear, before the Spaniards came. 
Now, if you ſtay, the Blood that ſhall be ſhed 
From this poor Play, be all upon your Head. 

We neither promiſe you one Dance, or Show, 
Then Plot and Language they are wanting to0. 
But you kind Wits, will thoſe light faults excuſe c 
Thoſe are the common Frailties of the Muſe ; 
Which who obſerves he buys this place #00 dear : 
For 'tis your buſineſs to be cozen'd here. 

Theſe wretched Spies of Wit mmſt then confeſs 
They take more pains to pleaſe themſelves the leſs. 
Grant us ſuch Judges, Phozbus, we requeſt, 

As ſtill miſtake themſelves into a Jeſt ; 

Such edfie Judges, that our Poet may 

Flimſelf admire the fortune of his Play; 


- 


Think he writes well, becauſe he pleaſes you. 
This he conceives not hard to bring about. 

If all of you would joyn to help him ont. 
Would each man take but what he underſtands; 
And leave the reſt. upon the Poet's hands. 


E PI- 


EPILOGUE, 


MERCURY. 


all and ſingular in this ful Meeting, 

Ladies uu allants, Photbus ſends you Greetingg 
To all his Sons, by whateer Title known, 
Whether of Conrt, of > As 1 or Town ; 
From his moſt mighty Sons whoſe Cor fedence 
Is plac'd in lofty Sound, and humble oy 
Eu'n to his latte Infants 0 C4 the Time 
Who write new Songs, and truſt in Tune and Rhine. 
Be't known that Phabus ( being dail griev _— 
To ſee good Plays condenm'd, and bad receiv'd ow 
Ordains your Gudoment upon every Cauſe, 
So orth be linntted by wholſome Laws. 
Be fir 77 thi thinks fit no Sonnettier advance 
His Like than the Song or Dance. 
Tour Buokefom may one ſtep b rgher climb, 
And in his ſphere may judge all Doggrel Rhine : 
AIY Proves, and Moves, and Loves, and Honours too : 
Al that appears high Sence, and ſcarce is low. 
As for the fie its he ſays not much, 
Their proper bus neſs is to Danm the Dutch. 
For the great Dons of Wit—--- 
Phoebus gives them full Privilege alone 
To Dan all others, and cry np their own. 
Laſt, fi for the Ladies, 'tis Apollo D Wil, 
They ſhould have power to ſave, but not to kill : k 
For Love and He long fence have thought it fit, 
Wit live by Beauty, Beauty reign << Wit. 
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Indian Emperour. 
ACTI, SCENE I. bh 
The Scene a Pleaſant Indian Country. . , | 


Enter Cortez, Vaſquez, Pizarro, with Spaniards and Indians 
| of their Party. | 


Cort. N what new happy Climate are we thrown, 
() So long kept ſecret, and ſo lately known? 


_— 


»' 


As if our old World modeſtly withdrew, 
| And here, in private, had brought forth a new! 
Vaſq. Corn, Wine and Oil are wanting to this Ground, + 
In which our Countries fruirfully abound ; 
As if this Infant-World, yet unarray'd, 
Naked and bare; in Nature's Lap were laid. 
No uſeful Arts have yet found Footing here; 
But all untaught and ſalvage does appear. 
Cort, Wild and untanget are Terms which we alone 
Invent, for faſhions diftering from our own: 
For all their Cnſtoms are by Nature wrought, 
But we, by Art, unteach- what Nature taught. 
P:2. In Spain our Springs, like Old Mens Children be, Fe 
Decay'd and wither'd from their Infancy : 7 
No kindly Showers fall on our barren . 
To hatch the Seaſons in a timely Birth. 
Our Summer ſuch a Ruffet Livery wears, 
As in a Garment often dy'd, appears. rf A, ; 
Cort, Here Nature ſpreads her fruitful ſweetneſs round, 
Breathes on the Air, and broods upon the Ground. 
Here days and nights the only Seaſons be, 
The Sun no Climate does fo gladly ſee: | 
When forc'd from hence, to view our Parts, he mourns; 
Takes little Journeys, and makes quick Returns. 
Vaſq. Methinks we walk in Dreams. on Fairy Land, 
Where golden Ore lies mixt with CONT eng: 


| EachDownfal of a Flood the Mountaitis pour 
I! From their rich Bowels rolls a Silver:Shower. 
Cort. Heaven from all Ages wiſely did provide WON” 
This Wealth, and for the braveſt Nation hide. 
Who with four hundred dar © ark yy ty Hbrſe, 
Dare boldly go a new-found World to force. 
Prs. Our Men, though Valiant, we ſhou'd find too few, 
| . But Indians join the Indians to ſubdue 
it Taxallan, ſhook by Montezuma's Powers, 
| _ to refiſt his Forces, call'd in ours. 
| TVaſq. Rathly to arm againſt ſo great a King, 
1 holds not ſake: nor is it Juſt to bring 
i A War, without a fair detiance made, 
|| 77-7 "Declare we firſt our Quarrel : Then invade, 
Cort. My lf, my King's Embaſſador will go; 
Speak, Indian Guide, how far to Mexico? 
if L[zdian. Your Eyes can ſcarce fo far a Proſpe& make, 
lf As to diſcern the Gin on the Lake. '- 
-» But that broad Cau _ will dire& your way, 
And you may reach the Town by Noon of Day. 
Cort. Command a Party of our Indians out, 
With a ſtrit charge not to engage, but ſcout; 
By noble ways we Conqueſt will prepare, 
Firſt offer Peace, and-that refus'd, make War. - [Exeunt.. 


SCENE IL 
A Temple, and the High-Prieſt with other Prieſts. 


To them an Indian. 
Ind. Haſte, Holy Prieſt, it is the King's command. 
H. Prieſt. 'When ſets he forward? 
Ind. He is near at hand. 
t MH. Prieft. The Incenſe is upon the Altar plac'd 
{ The bloody Sacrifice already paſt. 
_ Five hundred Captives ſaw the rifing Sun, 
Who loſt their light c&'er half his Race was run. 
| That which remains we here-muſt celebrate; 
1 Wi far from noiſe, without the City Gate, 
1 ceful Power that governs Love repaits, 
To upon ſoft Vows and ſilent Pray'rs.. 
" We for his > Royal reſence -only ſtay, 
| To end the rites of this ſo ſolemn day. [Exit Indian:. 
Enter Montezuma; hzs eldeſt Son "_ his Daughter Cydaria, Almeria, 
| Alibech, Orbellan$ard Train. They place: themſelves. 
I -H Prieſt. -On your birth- -day, while. we ng. 
To = Gods and to our Es ; 


Her 


' . Is loveſo pow'rful, or his Soul fo weak? 


Her, among this beauteous quire, - 
Whoſe! ions you adrr 
Her, who. faireſt does-appear, * |, 
Crown her Queen of all the year, 
Of the year and of the Day, 
And at her feet your Garland lay. 
Odm. My Father this way does his looks direQ, 
Heaven grant he give it not where I ſuſpeCt. : 
| [ Montezuma #1/es, goes about the Ladies, and at length + 
ays at Almeria, and bows. 
Mont. Since my Oraz12's Death I have not ſeen 
A beauty ſo deſerving to be Queen 
As fair Almeria. | 
Alm. Sure he will not know [ To ber Brother and Sifter aſide. 
My birth I to that injur'd Princeſs owe, - 
Whom his hard heart not only love deny'd, 
But in her ſufferings took unmanly pride. 
Altb. Since Montezuma will his choice renew, 
In dead Oraz1a's room eleCting you, . 
*Twill pleaſe our Mother's Ghoſt that you ſucceed 
To all the glories of her Rivals Bed. 
Alm. If news be carried to the ſhades below, 
The /nd:ian Queen will be more pleas'd to know 
That I his ſcorns on him, who ſcorn'd her, pay. 
Orb. Would you could right her ſome more noble way. 
| | [ She turns to him who is &neeling all this while, 
Mont. Madam, this poſture is for Heaven defign'd, _ [Kieeling. 
And what moves Heaven I hope may make you kind. | 6 
Alm. Heaven may be kind, the Gods uninjur' live, 
And crimes below coſt little to forgive. . 
By thee, Inhumane, both my Parents dy'd 
One by the Sword, the other by thy Pride. 
Mont. My haughty mind no fate could ever bow, 
Yet I muſt ſtoop to one who ſcorns me now: 
Is there no pity to my ſufferings due? 
Alm, As mych as what my Mother found from you. 
Ment. Your Mother's wrongs a recompence ſhall meet. \ 
[ lay my Scepter at her Daughters Feet. | 
Alm. He, who does now my leaſt commands obey, 
Wou'd call me Queen, and take my pow'r away. 
Odm. Can he hear this, and not his Fetters break ? 


Pg 


P11 fright her from it. Madam, though you ſee 
The King is Kind, I hope your modelty 
Will know, whart diſtance to the Crotvn is due. 
Alm. Diſtance and modeſty preſcrib'd by you? 
Oant. Almeria daxes not think ſuch thoughts as theſe. 


; 


'F To thake their Fleeceson the 


mw 


Alm. She daresboth think and at what thoughts ſhepleaſe.. 
Tis much below me on his Throne to fit , 
But when I do, you ſhall Petition it. 
Odm. If, Sir, Almeria does your Bed partake, 
I mourn for my forgotten Mother's fake. . 
Mont. When Parents Loves are order'd by a- Son, 
Let ſtreams preſcribe their Fountains where to run. 
Odm. In all I urge I keep my duty till, 
Not rule your reafon but inſtruct your will. 
Mont. Small uſe of reaſon in that Prince is ſhown, 
Who follows others, and negleCtts his own. 
{ Almeria zo Orbellan and Alibech, who are this 
| while whiſpering to her, 
- *Alm. No, he ſhall ever love, and always be 
The Subject of my Scorn and Cruelty. X 
Orb. To prove the laſting torment of his Life, 
You muſt not be his Miſtreſs, but his Wite. 


1 


1 Few know what care, an Husbands Peace deſtroys, 


His real Griefs, and his deflembled Joys. 

Alm. What mark of pleaſing vengeance could /be ſhown 
IF 1-to break his quiet loſe my own? | 

Orb. A Brothers Lite upon your Love relies, 


Since I do homage to Cydarid's Eyes: 7h 


How can her Father to my hopes be kind, 

If in / ur beart, he no Example find ? 

* Alm. To fave your Lite I'll ſuffer any thing, 
Yer Il not flatter this tempeſtuous King ; 

But work his ſtubborn Soul a nobler way, 
And, if he love, T11 force-him to Obey. 

I iake this Garland, not as given by you. | 
But as my Merit, and my Beauries due, [ To Montez. p 
As for the Crown that you, my Slave, poſſe(s, 

To ſhare it with you would but make me lefs. 


Enter Guyomar haſtily. 
Odm. My Brother Guyomar,! Methinks I ſpy- 
Halt in his ſteps, and wonder in his Eye. 
Mont. 1 ſent thee to the Frontiers, quickly tell 
The cauſe of thy return, Are all things well ? | 
Guy. I went, in order, Sir, to your Command. 1 


® To view the utmoſt limits of the Land : 

* To that Sea-litore where no more World js found, 

- But foaming Billows breaking on the ground. : 
Where, for a while, my Eyes no ObjeQ}, mer 


But diſtant Skies that in the Ocean let: 
And low hung Cloudsthat dipt themſelves in rain 


4 - 
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At i a fir as Icould caſt my Eyes-. 

Upon the Sea, ſomewhat methought did riſe 

; Like bluiſh miſts, which {till appearing more,  _. 
Took dreadful ſhapes, and moy'd towards/the ſhore. 
ont..What forms did theſenew wonders repreſent? - 

Guy. Moreſtrange than what your wonder caminvent. . 

The obje& I could firſt diſtin&fly view - fa w* 


ir 

Was tall ftreight Trees which on the Waters flew, ' ' 
Wings on their ſides inſtead of leaves did grow, 
Which gather all the breath the Winds could blow :. 
And at their Roots grew floating Pallaces, | 
Whoſe out blow'd Bellies cut rhe: yielding Seas: 

Mont. Whacdivine Monſters, Oye gods, were theſe 
Thar tioat in air and fly upon the Seas! 
Catr:: rney alive or dead upon the ſhore? 

Guy. Alas, they liv'd too ſure; I heard them roar ; 
All turn'd. their fides, and to eachother ſpoke, 
I ſaw their words break out in Fire and: Smoke. 
Sure 'tis their Voice that thuaders from on.high, 
Or theſe the younger Brothers of. the Sky. 
Peat with the noiſe I took.my haſty frx-oh 
No mortal Courage can ſupport the fright. - 

High Pr. Old Prophecies toretel our fall at hand, 
When bearded men in floating Caſtles Land, 
I fear it is of dire portent. 

Mont.- Go ſee 
What it fore-ſhows, and what the Gods dectee.. . 
Mean time proce&@ we to what Rites remain. p oy 
Odmar, of all this preſence does contain, | 
Give her your wW __ wo you c_ moſt fair. | 

. Odm. Above the reſt I judge one Beau | | 
And may that Beauty Ss. "> King to = 1 th gives Alibech the Wreath. 
As I am ſure fair A/rbech is ſhe. | 
* Mont. You Guyomar, muſt next perform your Part. 

G4. 1 want a Garland, but I'll give a Heart : 
My Brother's Pardon I muſt firſt implore, 
vince I with him fair A/tbech adore. 

Odm. That all ſhould A/bech adore *tis true, 
Bur ſome reſpect is to my Birth-right due.. 
My Claim to her by Elderfhip I prove. 

Guy. Age is a Plea in Empire, not in Love, 

Od. 1 long have ſtaid tor this Solemnity. 
To make my paſſion publick. 

Guy. So have I. - | 
Odm. But from her Birth my Soul has been her Slave, _ 
My Heart receiv'd the firſt wounds which ſhe gave: . . 


A, -. 
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| "1 watch'd the early Glories of heyEyes, - - - 
As Men for Day-break watch'the Eaſtern Skies. 


Yours firſt ſet out, mine reach'd her in the 
Mont. Odmar, Your Choice I cannor diſapprove; 
{| Nor juſtly, Gzyomar, can blame/your Love. 
|; To Ahbech alone refer yotr Suit, 
' And let her Sentence finiſh your Diſpute. 


{| So ſoon to finiſh whar is ſcarce begun: 
{] [In this furprize ſhould ] a Judgementanake, 
{{ *Tis anſwering Riddles e're 'm well awake : 
If you oblige me ſuddenly to. chuſe, - | 
The Choice is made, for I muſt both refuſe. 
For. to my ſelt I owe this due regard, 
Not to make Love my Gift, but my Reward: 
Time beſt will ſhew whoſe ſervices will laſt. 
Odm. Then judge my future ſervice by my paſt. 
What I ſhall be, by what I was, you know: + 
* That Love took deepeſt Root which ##{t did grow. 
| Guy. That Love which firſt was fet will firſt decay, 
| Mine ofa freſher Date will longer ſtay. 
| Od. Still you forget my Birth 3 
+ Guy. But you, I ſce, 
Take care ſtill to refreſh my now 
| Mont. My Sons, let your unſeemly diſcord ceaſe, 
| Tf not in Friendſhip, live at leaft in peace. 
Orbellan, where you love, beſtow your Wreath. - 
Orb. My Love 1 dare not even in whiſpers breathe. 
if Mont. A vertuous Love may venture any tF;iig. 
. Orb. Not to attempt the Daughter of m,; King, 
4 Mont. Whither is all my former fury Kne? 
Once more I have Taxa:l!'s Chains pur on, - 
| And by his Children am in Triumph led, 
Too well the living have reveng'd the dead! 
; Aim. Xou think my Brother born ou Enemy z 
He's of Traxea/la's Blood, and fo am ]. 
Mont. In vain I ſtrive, 
4 "My Lyon-heart is with Loves Toils beſet, 


- Oeruggling 1 fall {till deeper in the Net. 
' Cydarra, Your new Lover's Garland'take, 
| uſe him kindly for your Fathers fake. 
+ - Gd. So ſtrong an hatred does my Nature ſway, 
- That ſpight of Duty I muſt dilobey. ” 
Befides, you warn'd me ſtill of loving two, 
| Can I love him, already loving you? 
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| Ahth. You think me, Sir, a Miſtreſs quickly won, 


Guy. It ſeems my Soul then moy'd the \ - pace, 
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\ . Enter a Guard boftiily. 

Mont. You look amaz'd,, as if ſome ſudden fear 
Had ſeiz'd your hearts, is any danger near ? 

1 Gzard. Behind the Covert where this Temple ſtands, 
Thick as the Shades, there iſſue ſwarming Bands 
Of ambuſh'd Men, -whom, by their Arms and, Drefs, 
To be Taxallan-Enemies I guels. 

2 Guard. The Temple, vir, is almoſt compaſs'd. raund. 

Mont. Some ſpeedy way for paſlage muſt be found. . 
Make to the City by the Poſtern Gate, 
P11 either force my ViQtory, or Fate: 
A Glorious Death in Arms II rather prove, 
Then ſtay to periſh ramely by my Love. | iſ 


An Alarm within. Enter Montezuma, Odmar, yomar, Alibect 
Orbellan, Cydaria, Almeria, as purſued by Taxallans. - 


Mont. No ſuccour from the Town * 
Odm: None, none is nigh. 
Guy. We are inclos'd, and mult reſolve to die. 
Mont. Fight for Revenge now wow of lite is paſt, 
But one ſtroke more and that will be my laſt. 


Enter Cortez, Vaſquez, Pizarro, zo the Taxallans, Cortez 
| flays them, juſt falling on. 
Cort. Contemn'd? My Orders broke eyen in my fight! [To his Indians. 
Did I not ſtrialy charge you ſhould not fight ? 
Ind. Your choler, (Sneral, does unjuſtly riſe, 
To ſee your Friends purſue your Enemies; 
The greateſt and moſt cruel Foes we have 
Are theſe whom you would- ignorantly ſave, 
By ambuſh'd Men, behind their Temple laid, 
e have the King of Mex:co betrayd. 
Cort. Where, baniſh'd Virtue, wiltthou ſhew thy Face, 
If treachery infeCts thy Indian Race? 
Diſmiſs your rage, and lay your Weapons by: 
Know I protett them and they ſhalt not die. 
Ind. O Wond'rous mercy, ſhown to Foes diſtreſt ! _ 
Cort. Call them not ſo, when once with odds oppreſt, | 
Nor are they Foes my Clemency defends; 
Until they have refus'd the name of Friends: 


Draw up our Spaniards by themſelves, then fire JoV 
Our Guns on all: who down ſtreight zerire. wy,” £ 
Ind. O mercy, mercy, at thy feetwe fall, Find. kneeling,  _ - 


JO thy roaring gods Guiry us all: 1 
we retreat without the Y, The Taxallans retire: © 
Keep thy gods filent, if they ſpeak we. die, | n WE 
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Mont. The fierce Taxallans lay their weapons down, 
Some Miracle in our reliefs LOTOg Th <l. | 
Guy. Theſe bearded men, in Shape'and-Colour be | 
Like thoſe I ſaw come-floating*on the Sea. [Mont, &neels 10:Cort, 
Mont. Patzon of Mexico and god of Wars, 
Son of the Sun, and Brother of the Stars. 
Corr. Great Monarch, your devotion you miſplace. 
Mont. They ations ſhow thee born of Heavenly Race, 
If then thou art that cruel God whoſe Eyes 
Delight in Blood, and Humane Sacrifice, 
Thy dreadful Altars I with Slaves will ſtore, 
And feed thy Noſtrils with hot recking'Gore; 
Or if that mild and gentle God thou be, 
Who doſt Mankind below with pity ſee, 
With'breath of incenſe I will glad thy Heart: 
But if, like us, of Mortal Seed thou art, 
Preſents of choiceſt Fowls, and Fruits: I'll bring, 
And in my Realms thou ſhalt be more than King. 
Cort. Monarch of Empires, and deſerving more 
Than the Sun ſees upon your Weſtern ſhore; 
Like you a Man, and hither led by Fame, 
Not by conſtraint, but by my choice I came; 
'Embaſſadour of Peace, it Peace you cliuſe, 
Ord fa Warit you refuſe. 
7 **Whence or from whom doſt thou theſe offers bring ? 
Cort. From Charles the Fifth, the Worlds moſt potent King. 
Mont. Some petty Prince, and one of little Fame, * 
| - For to this hour- I never heard his name: 
} - The two great Empires of the World I know, 
[[- That of Pery, and this of Mexrco, 
i © And fince the Earth none larger does afford, 
[| This Charles is ſome poor Tributary Lord. 
1 Cort. You ſpeak of that fmall part of Earth you know. 
But betwixt us and you wide Oceans flow, 
 . And watry deſatts of ſo vaſt extent, 
That paſſing hither four tull Moons we ſpent. 
Mont.” But ſay, what News, what 6ffers doſt thou bring 
{ From1o remote, and '{o' unknown a King? | 
_ Vaſq. Spain's mighty Monarch, to whom Heaven thinks fit | 
That all the Nations of the Earth ſubmit, © | Whi/e Valquez ſpeaks, Cortez 
+. - In gracious Clemency, does condeſcend - ſpies the Fades. and goes to 


+ On theſe conditions to become your Friend. them, entertaining Cydaria 
v 
[| 
| 

; 
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- Firſt, that-of him you ſhall your Scepter hold, ith Courtſhip in dumb Show. 
Next, you preſent him with your uſgleſs Gold : -- © 
| Taft, that you leave thoſe Idols you implore, 
1 And qne tive Deity with him adore. - 
\ Me . Oh | A 54 
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Mont. You ſpeak your Prince a 
But his demands have ſpoke him 
He proudly at my free-born S 
Yet poorly begs a metal I deſpite. "oe. 
Gold thou may'ſt take, whatever thou canſt find, 
Save what for ſacred uſes is defign'd : 

But, by what right pretends your King to be _ - 
The Soveraign Lord of all the World and me? 

Piz. The Soveraign Prieſt, 

Who repreſents on Earth the pow'r of Heaven, 
Has this your Empire to our Monarch given. 
Mont. 111 does he repreſent the Powers above, 
Who nouriſhes debate, not preaches love; 
Befides, what greater folly can be ſhown ? 
He gives another what 1s not his own. 
aſq. His pow'r mult needs unqueſtion'd be below, 
For he in Heaven an Empire can beſtow. 

Mont. Empires in Heaven he with more eaſe may give. 
And you perhaps would with leſs thanks receive; 
But Heaven has need of no ſuch Viceroy. here, 

It ſelf beſtows the Crowns that Mo Wear. 

Piz. You wrong his power as you miſtake our end. 
Who came thus far Religion to extend: 

Mont. He who Religion truly underſtands, 

Knows its extent muſt be in Men, not Lands. 

Odm. But who are thoſe that truth muſt propagate 
Within the confines of my Fathers ſtate? 

Vaſq. Religious Men who hither muſt be ſent 
As awful Guides of Heavenly Government ; | 
To teach you Penance, Faſt, and Abſtinence, 

To puniſh Bodies for the Souls offence. | 

ont, Cheaply you fin, and puniſh crirges with eaſe, 
Not as th'offended, but th' offenders pleaſe. 
Firſt injure Heaven, and when its wrath is due, _ 
Your ſelves preſcribe it how to puniſh you. 

Odm. What numbers of theſe Holy Men muſt come? 

P:z. You ſhall not want, each Village ſhall have ſome; 
Who, though the Royal Dignity they own- 

Are equal to it and depend on none. | 

Guy. Depend on none! You treat them ſure in ſtate, 
| _— _ pony _ their De os. 

Mont. Thoſe gho ings would parcel out Wr, 
And all the Gent of _ Land devour; © OPM. 
That Monarch fits not ſafely on his Throne, 

Who bears, within, a power that ſhocks his own. 
They "teach obedience to Imperial ſway, 
But think it fin if they themſelves obey, . 
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it. Vaſq. It ſeems then our Religion y ©, 
And peaceful Homage to our King rfue, 
Mont. Your Gods I ſlight not, but will keep my own, 
My Crown is abſolute, and holds of none, | 
I cannot in a baſe ſubjeCtion live, 
Nor ſuffer you to take, though 1 would give. 
Cort. Is this your Anſwer, Sir ? 
Mont. "This as a Prince 
Bound to my Peoples and my Crowns defence, 
I muſt return, but, as a Man by you 
Redeem'd from Death, all gratitude is due. 
Cort. It was an act my Honour bound me to, 
But what I did were I again to do, 
| T could not do it on my Honours ſcore, 
For Love would now oblige me ro do more. 
Is no way left that we may yet agree? 
Muſt I have War, yet have no Enemy ? 
Vaſqg. He has refus'd all terms of Peace to take, 
Mont. Since we muſt fight, hear Heavens, what Prayers I make, 
Firſt, to preſerve this Ancient State and me, 
Bur if your doom the fall of both decree, ; 
Grant only he who has ſuch honour ſhown, - 
» When I am duſt, may fill my empty Throne. | 
_ Cort. To make me happier than that wiſh can do, 
Lies not in all your gods tro grant, bur you 
Let this fair Princeſs but one minute ſtay, 


' A look from her will your obligements pay. 
[ Exeunt Montezuma, Odmar, Guyomar, Orbellan, 


: "Almeria, and Alibech. 
Mont.. to Cyd. Your duty in your quick return be ſhown. 
Stay you, and wait my Daughter to the Town, [ To his Guards. 
[ Cydaria 7s gping, but turns and looks back upon Cortez. 
who 1s looking on her all this while. 


Cyd. My Father's gone, and yet I cannot go, 


Sure I have ſomething loſt or left behind ) [ A/tde. 
Cort. Like Travellers who wander in the Snow, | 
I on her Beauty gaze till I am blind. { Afide, 


Cyd. Thick breath, quick pulſe, and heaving of my heart, 
All frgns of ſome unwonted change appear : 
[ find my felt unwilling to depart, 
- And yet I know not why 1 would be here. 
Stranger, you raiſe ſuch torments in my breaſt, 
- That when I go, it I muſt go again, 
P11 tell my Father you have robb'd my reſt, 
And to him of your injuries complain. + ; 
Corr. Unknown, I twear, thoſe wrongs were which I wrought, 


_ But my, Complaints will much more juſt appear, 


k. 


Who from another World my freedom brought, 
And to your conquering Eyes have loſt'it here, ' 
Cyd, Where is that other World from whence you came ? 
Cort. Beyond the Ocean, far from hence it lies. 
Cd. Your other World, I fear. is then the ſame 
"That Souls muſt go to when the Body dies. 
But what's the cauſe that keeps you here with me? 
That I may know what keeps me here with you? 
Cort. Mine is a love which muſt perpetual be, 
If you can be 10 Juſt as I am true. 


| Enter Orbellan. 
Orb. Your Father wonders much at your delay. 
Cyd. So great a wonder for ſo ſmall a ſtay! 
Orb. He has commanded you with me to go. 
Cyd. Has he not ſent to bring the Stranger too? 
Orb. It he to morrow dares in fight appear, 
His high plac'd Love, perhaps may coſt him dear. 
Cort, Dares——that, word was never ſpoke to Spaniard yet 
But forfeited his Lite who gave him it; 
Haſt quickly with thy pledge offatety hence, 
Thy guilt's protected by her innocence. 
Cyd. Sure in ſome fatal hour my Love was born, 
So ſoon o'recaſt with abſence in the morn! 
Cort. Turn hence thoſe pointed glories of your Eyes, 
For if more charms beneath thoſe Circles riſe, 
So weak my Vertue, they 1o ſtrong appear, 
[| ſhall turn Raviſher to keep you here. [ Exeunt Onnes, 


_—. 
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AC I II. 


SCENE, The Magician's Cave. 


. Enter Montezuma, High-Prieſt. 


Mont. OT that I fear the utmoſt Ft can do, : 
Come th* event of doubtful War to know, 

For Lite and Death are things indifferent, 

Each to be choſe as either brings content; 

My Motive trom a Nobler caule does ſpring, 

Love rules my Heart, and is your Monarch's King; - 

I more defire to know A/nerid's mind, 

Than all that Heaven has tor my ſtate defign'd. 

High Pr. By powerful Charms which nothing can withſtand, 

1ll force the Gods to tell what”you - : 
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Charm, 7 
Thou Moon, that aid'ſt us with thy Magick might, 
And ye ſmall Stars, the ſcattered ſeeds of light, 
Dart your pale beams into this gloomy place, 
That the ſad powers of the Infernal Race 
* May read above what's hid from Humane Eyes, 
And in your walks ſee Empires fall and riſe. 
And ye Immortal Souls, who once were Men, 


And now reſolv'd to Elements agen, 


Who wait for Mortal frames in depths below, 

And did before what we are doom'd to do; 

Once, twice, and thrice, I wave my Sacred Wand, 

Aſcend, aſcend, aſcend at my command. [ An earthy Spirit riſes. 
Sprr. In vain, O mortal Men, your Prayers implore 

The aid of powers below, which want it more: 

A God more ſtrong, who all the gods commands, 


-- Drives us to exile from our Native Lands 


The Air ſwarms thick with wandring Deities, 


Which drowſfily like humming Beetles riſe 


From our lov'd Earth, where peacefully we ſlept, 
And far from Heaven along De kept. 

The #righted Satyrs that in Woods delight, 

Now into Plains with prick'd: up Ears take flight ; 
And ſcudding thence, while they their Horn-feet ply 
About their Syres the little Sy#vans cry : 

A Nation loving Gold muſt rule this place, 

Our Temples ruine, and our Rites deface: - 

Fo them, O King, is thy loſt Scepter given, 

Now mourn thy fatal ſearch, for fince wiſe Heaven 


. More ill than good to Mortals does diſpenie, 


It is not ſafe to have too quick a ſenſe. Deſcends, 
Mont. Moutrn they who think repining can remove 
The firmidecrees of thoſe who rule above, 


- Fhe brave are ſafe within, who ſtill dare die, 

- When eer I fall Ill ſcorn my Deſtiny. 

.Doom 2s they pleaſe with my Empire not to ſtand. 
Ill graſp my Sceptre with my dying hand. 


H. Prieſt. Thole Earthy Spirits black andenvious are: 
I'll call up other gods, of torm more fair : 
Who Viſions dreſs in pleafing colour till, 
Set all the Good to ſhow, and hide the il] : 
Ka/tb, altend, my fair-ſpoke. Servant riſe; 
Kalb aſcends all in White in the ſhape of a. Woman, and ſings. 

Kalib, 1 /ock'd and ſaw within the Book of Eate, 

Where. many days did'lowr, 

. When lo one happy hour  _ 


{| And ſooth my Heart with plcang CNeRecies | 
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Leapt up, and ſmiPd to ſave thy ſinking State ; 
WT) A day ſhall come be fa thy power 
Thy cruel Foes ſhall be, 
Then ſhall the Land be free, | ( 
And thou in peace ſhalt reign. 
But take, O take that opportuntty, 


Which once refusd will never come again. | [Deſcends. 


Mont. 1 ſhall deſerve my Fate if I refuſe 
That happy hour which Heaven allots to ule; - 

But of my Crown thou too much care do'ſt take, 
That which I value more, my Love's at ſtake. 

H. Prieſt. Arile ye ſubtle Spirits that can ſpy, > 
When Love is enter'd in a Females Eye; | 
You that can read it in the midſt of doubt, 

And in the midſt of frowns can find it out; 

You that can ſearch thoſe many corner'd minds, 

Where Womans crooked fancy turns, and winds, 

You that can Love explore, and Truth impart, 

Where both lye deepeſt hid in Womans heart. 2, Sg 

Ariſe [ The Ghoft of Taxalla and Acacis ariſe, they - 
ſtand ſtill and point at MonteZz. N 


H. Doo I did not for theſe Ghaſtly Viſions ſend, 

Their ſudden coming does ſome ill portend, 

Begon begon——they will not diſappear, 

My Soul is ſeiz'd with an unuſual fear. : 
Mont. Point on, point on, and ſee whom you can fright, 

Shame aud Confuſion ſeize theſe ſhades of night. 


Ye thin and empty forms, am I your ſport? { They ſmule. 
If you were fleſh | = 
You know you durſt not uſe me in this ſort. | | FF 

[The Ghoft of the Indian Queen ries betwixe 


the Ghoſts with a Dagger in her breaſt. 
Mont. Ha! | 
I teel my Hair gow ſtiff, my-Eye-balls rowl, 
This is the only form could ſhake my Soul. 
Ghoſt. The hopes of thy ſucceſleſs Love reſign, 
Know Montezuma thou art only mine, 
For thoſe who here on Earth their paſſion ſhew 
By death for Love. recerve their right below. 
Why doft thou then delay my longing Arms? 
Have Cares, and Age, and Mortal life ſuch Charms t 
The Moon grows ſickly. at the ſight of Day, 
And early Cocks bave ſummon'd me away : 
Ter PI! appoint a meeting place below. 
For there fierce winds 0'er dusky Vallies blow, 
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Whoſe every puff bears empty ſhades away, 

» Whk ext A thoſe rf Deedindgs Bray. 
Fuſt at the entrance of the Field below, 

Thou ſhalt bebold a tall black Poplar grow, 

Safe in its bollow trunk I will attend, 

And ſeize thy Spirit when thou doſt deſcend. | De/ſcends. 
Mor. T1L ſeize thee there, thou Meſlienger of Fate: | 

Would my ſhort Life had yet a ſhorter date! 

I'm weary of this fleſh which holds us here, 

Ang daitards manly Souls with hope and fear: 

Theſe heats and colds ſtill in our breaſts make War, 

Agues and Feavers all our paſhons are. [ Exeunt. 


C 
SCENE IL. 
Cydaria and Alibech, betwixt the two Armies. 


Altb. Bleſlings will Crown your Name if you prevent 
That Blood, which in this Battel will be ſpent ; 
Nor need you fear fo juſt a ſute to move, 
Vhich both becomes your duty and your Love. 
"Cd. But think you he will come? their Camp is near, 
And he already knows I wait him here. 
Altb. You are too young, your power to underſtand, 
Lovers take Wing upon the leaſt command ; 
Already he is here. wk 
Enter Cortez and Vaſquez to them. 
Cort. Methinks like two black ſtorms on either hand, 
Our Spaniſh Army and your Indtans \tand ; 
This only fpace betwixt the Cloud, is clear, 
Where you, like day. broke looſe from both, appear. 
Cyd. Thoſe clofing Skies might {till-continue bright, 
But: who can-help it it you 1l make it night? 
The Gods have given you power of Lite and Death, 
Like them to ſave or ruine with a breath. 
Cort. That power they to your Father did diſpoſe, 
*Twas in his choice to make us Friends or Foes. 
Ahib.' Injurious ſtrength would rapine {lil excuſe, 
By off ring terms the weaker muſt retule: 
And ſuch as theſe your hard conditions are, 
You threaten Peace, and you invite a War. 
Cort. If for my ſelf to conquer here I came, 
- You might perhaps my aQtions juſtly blame: 
+Now I am ſent, and am not i diſpute 
* My Prince's Orders, but to execute. 
 _ At. Hewhohis Prince fo blindly does obey. 
_ To keep his Faith, his Vertue throws away. 
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Cort. Monarchs may erre, but ſhould each private breſt 
Tudge their ill AQs, they would diſpute thcir beſt. 
_ Cd. Then all your care is for your Prince I ſee, S: . 
Your truth to him out-weighs your love to me z 
You may ſo cruel to deny me prove, | 
But never after that pretend to love. 
Cert. Command my Life, and I will ſoon obey, 
To ſave my Honout 1 my Blood will Pay. 
Cyd. Vhat is this Honour which does Love controul ? 
Cort. A raging Fit of Virtue in the Soul ; 
A painful Burthen, which great Minds muſt bear, 
Obtain'd with danger, and pofleſs'd with fear. 
Gd. Lay down that Burden, it it painful grow, 
You'll find, without it, Love will lighter go. 
Cort. Honour once loſt is never to be found. 
Alib. Perhaps he looks to have both Paſhons crown'd. 
Firſt die his Honour in a Purple Flood, 
Then court the Daughter in the Father's Blood. 
Cort. The edge of War I'll from the:Batrel take, . 
And fpare her Father's Subjetts for her ſake. 
Gd. I cannot love you leis when I'm retusd, 
But | can die to be unkindly usd ; 24.5 
Where ſhall a Maids diſtracted Heart find reſt, 
If ſhe can miſs it in a Lover's Breaſt ? 
Cort, I till to Morrow will the Fight delay : 
Remember you have conquer'd me to day. 
Alib. This Grant deſtroys all you have urg'd before, 
Honour could not give this, or can give more ; 
Our Women in the toremoſt Ranks a : 
March to the Fight, and meet your Miſtreſs there : 
Into the thickeſt Squadrons ſhe muſt run, 
Kill her, and ſee what Honour will be won. 
Gd. I muſt be in the Battel ; but I'll go 
With empty Qriver, and unbended Bow ; 
—_ __ ” a oa fatal Strife, G 
or fear its Point ſhould reach your Noble Life. Enter Pizarro, 
Cort. No more, your kindncks wounds me to the death ; Loy " 
Honour, b<gon, what art thou but a breath ? 
P'Il live, proud of my infamy and ſhame, 
Grac'd with no Triumph bur a Lover's Name ; 
Men can but fay Love did his Reaſon blind, 
And Love's the - frailty of the mind. 
Draw off my Meth. The War's already done. | J 
P72. Your Orders come tao late, the Fight's begun ; #1 
' TheEnemy gives on, with F ury led, | 
And fierce Orbe/lan combats in their Head. 
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Cort. He juſtly fears a Peace with me would. prove - 


Of ill concernment to his haughty Love , 
Retire, fair Excellence, I go to meet 
New Honour, bur to lay it at your Feet. [ Exexnt Cortez, Vaſquez, Pizarro. 


- 


Enter Odmar and Guyomar 10 Alibech and Cydaria, 


Odm. Now, Madam, fince a danger does appear 5 
Worthy my Courage, though below my Fear, 


' Give leave to him who may in Battel die, 


Before his Death to ask his Deſtiny. 

Guy. He cannor die whom you command to live, 
Before the Fight you can the conqueſt give; 
Speak where you'll place it? 

Alb. Briefly then, to both, 

One I in ſecret love, the other loth; 

But where I hate, my hate I will not ſhow, 

And he I love, my Love ſhall never know 

True worth ſhall gain me, that it may.be ſaid, 

Deſert, not fancy, once a Woman led... 

He who in Fight his Courage ſhall oppoſe 

With moſt ſucceſs againſt his Countries Foes, 

From me ſhall laſt that recompence receive 

That Valour merits, or that Love can give : 

"Tis true my hopes and fears are all for one; 

But hopes and fears are to my elf alone. 

Let him not ſhun the danger of the ftrife, 

I but his Love, his Country claims his Life. | 
Odm. All Obſtacles my Courage ſhall remove. 
_ Fall on, fall on. | 

mM. For Liberty. | 

Guy For Love. | [ Exeunt, the Women following. 


SCENE charges to the Indian Conntry. 


Enter Montezuma attended by the Indians. 


Mont. Charpe, charge, their Ground the faint Taxallans yield, 
Bold in cloſe Ambuſh, * baſe in open Field: 
The envious Devil did my Fortune wrong: 


'} Thus Fought, thus Conquer'd I, when Iwas young, 4 [ Exit> 
Ke . 


| __- Cort. Furies purſue theſe falſe Taxa/lans Flight, 
|. Dare they be Friends to us, and dare not Fight ? 


Alarm. Enter Cortez Bloody. 


'| What Friends can Cowards be, what hopes appear 


| 


A 


Of help fro duch, 'who where they hate ſhow fear! - 
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FERC nents d __ $$: MiSD« 
" « Enter Pizarro,” Vaſquez. ©  - 

Piz. 'The Field grows thin, and thoſe that ndw remain 
Appear but like the ſhadows of the Slain. 

Vaſg. The fierce old King is vaniſh'd from the place, 
And in a Cloud of Duſt purſues the Chace. | 
+ Cort. Their eager Chace dilorder'd does appear ; 
Command our Horſe to charge them in the Rear : _ I To Pizzarro. 
You to ouf old Caſti/zan Foot retire, To Vaſquez. 
Who yet ſtand firm, and at their Backs give Fire. [Exciunt ſeverally. 


Enter Odmar and Guyomar, meeting each other in the Battel, 


Odm. Where haſt thou been fince the Fight began, 
Thou leſs than Woman in the ſhape of Man ? 
Guy. Where I have done what may thy Envy move, 
Things Worthy of my Birth, and of my Love. 
Odm. Two bold Taxallans with one Dart I flew, 
And left it ſticking e'er my Sword I drew. 
Guy. I ſought not Honour on fo baſe a Train, 
Such Cowards by our Women may be lain ; 
I fell'd along a Man of Bearded Face, 
His Limbs all cover'd with a Shining Caſe ? 
So wondrous hard. and 1o ſecure of wound, 
It made my Sword, though edg'd with Flint, rebound. 
Odm. I kil'd a double Man, the on half lay 
Upon the Ground, the other ran away. [ Guns g0 off within, 


Enter Montezuma out of breath, with him Alibech and an Indian. 

Mont. All's loſt— 
Our Foes with Lightning and with Thunder Fight, 
My Men in vain ſhun Death by ſhameful Flight ? 
For Death's inviſible, comes wing'd with Fire, 
They hear a dreadful noiſe and ſtraight expire. 
Take, Gods, that Soul ye did inſpight create, 
And made it great to be unfortunate : 
Ill Fate for me unjuſtly you provide, 
Great Souls are Sparks of your own Heavenly Pride : 
That Luſt of Power we from your Godheads have, 
You're bound to pleaſe thoſe Appetites you gave. 


Enter Vaſquez and Pizarro twith Spaniards. 

Vaſg. Pizarro, 1 have hunted hard to day 
Into our toils the nobleſt of the Prey; | 
Seize on the King, and him your Priſoner make, R a 
While I in kind rover e my Ke + take. | > 
1zarro twith reoo goes to attacque the King, Vaſque? with 
another to ſeize bond. : £ 0; "_ 
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alike, whom ſhall I free ? 


/ . 


Guy. Their danger is 
- Odmn. T1 follow Love. 
Gay. I'll follow Piety. 


Guyomar fegbts for his Father. 
Guy. Fly, Sir, while I give back that Lite you gave, 
Mine is well loſt, if I your Lite can fave. 


his Retreat, ftays. 
' Guy. *Tis more than Man can do to *{capy them all, 
Stay, let me ſee where nobleſt I may fall, * 


Vaſq. Condut&t him off, 
And give Command he ſtriatly guarded be. 
Guy. In vain are Guards, Death ſets the Valiant free. 


Vaſqg. A Glorious Day ! and bravely was it Fought, 
Great Fame our General in great Danger fought ; 
From his ſtrong Arm I ſaw his Rival run, 

And ina Crewd th' unequal Combat ſhun. 


Enter Cortez, leading Cydaria, who ſeems crying, 
| and begging of him. 
Cort. Man's force is fruitleſs, and your gods would fail 
To fave the City, but your Tears prevail : 
FIl of my Fortune no advantage make, 
Thoſe Terms they had once giv'n, they ſtill may take. 
Gd. Heaven has of right all Victory defign'd, 

|| Where boundleſs power dwells ina will confin'd ; 

| Your Spaniſh Honour does the World excel. 
ort, Our greateſt Honour is in loving well. 
- Gd. Strange ways you praCtiſe there to win a Heart, 
{i Here Love is Nature, but with you *tis Art. p 
[| Cort. Love is with us, as Natural as here, 
f/ But fetter'd up with cuſtoms more ſevere. 
In tedious Courtſhip we declare our pain, --- 
| And ere we Kindneks find, firſt meet diſdain. 
' _ Cad. If Women love, they needlef5 pains indure, 
| Their Pride and Folly, but delay their Cure. 

|, Cort. What youmiſcall their Folly, is their care, 
{| They _ how fickle common Lovers are : 
+} Their Qaths and Vows are cautiouſly believ'd, 

+ For few there are but have been once deceiv'd. 

| % Cyd. But it they are not truſted when they vow, 
What other marks of paſſion can they ſhow ? 
|] __ Cort. With Feafts and Mulick, all that brings delight, > 
| Men-treat their Ears, their Palates, and' theig Sight. 


[ Odmar retreats from beg mn with Alibech off the Stage, 
[Montezuma fights off, Guyomar making 
[He runs at Vaſquez, 7s ſeiz'd behind and taken. 


[ Exit Gfyomar with Guards. 


Cd. Your Gallants ſure have little: Eloquence, 
Failing to move the Soul, they court the Sence : 
With Pomp, and Trains, and in a crowd they wooe, : 
When true Felicity is but 1n two; fy 

' But can ſuch Toys your Womens paſſion move > - 
This is but noiſe and tumult, *tis not Love. 

Cort. I have no reaſon, Madam, to excuſe 
Thoſe ways of Gallantry I did nor uſe, . 

My love was true, and- on a Noble ſcore. 

Cyd. Your Love! Alas ! then have you lov'd before! 

Cort. *Tis true I loy'd, but ſhe is Dead, ſhe's Dead, 
And I ſhould think with her all Beauty fled, 

Did not her fair Reſemblance live in you, 
And by that Image my firſt Flames renew. 

Gd. Ah happy Beauty, wholſoe'er thou art ! 
Though dead thou keep'lt poſſeſſion of his Heart ; 
Thou mak'ſt me Pn to the laſt degree, 

And art my Rival in his memory z 
Within his Memory, ah, more than fo, 
Thou liv'ft and triumphlt o'er Cydarza too. 

Cort, What ſtrange diſquiet has uncalm'd your breſt, 
Inhumane fair, to rob the dead of reſt! 

Poor Heart ! ſhe {lumbers in her filent Tomb, 
Let her poſſeſs in Peace that narrow Room. 

Cyd. Poor heart, he pities and bewails her death, 
Some god, much hated Soul, reſtore thy breath, 
That I may kill thee, but ſome eaſe *twill be, 

PILAill my ſelf for but reſembling thee. 
Cort. I dread your anger, your diſquiet fear, 
But blows from hands ſo, Bf who would hot bear? 
50 Kind a paſſion why ſhould I remove ? 
vince Jealoufie but ſhows how well we love, 
Yet Jealoufie ſo ſtrange I never knew, 
Can ſhe who loves me not diſquiet you ? 
_ For in the Grave no paſſions fill the Breſt, 
'Tis all we gain by death to be at reſt, 

Cyd. That ſhe no longer loves bfing no relief, 

Your Love to her ſtill lives, and that's my grief. 
Cort. The objett of defire once ta'ne away, 
% *Tis then not Love but Pity which we pay. 
Cyd. *Tis ſuch a pity I ſhould never have, 
When I muſt lie forgotten in the Grave 
.1 meant to have oblig'd you when I dy'd, 
That after me you ſhould love rfone beſile, 
But you are falſe already. 
W - Cort, -If untrue, | 
y By Heaven, my falſhood is to her, not yc 
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yd. Obſerve, ſweet Heaven, how falfly he does ſwear, 
You faid you lov'd me tor reſembling her. 
| Cort. That love was in me by reſemblance bred, 
| - But ſhows you chear'd my ſorrows tor the Dead. 
| _ Gd. You ſtill repeat the greatneſs of your grief. 
| © _ Cort. If that was great, how great was the relief? 
© Cd. The firſt Love ſtill the ſtrongeſt we account. 
Cort. That ſeems more ſtrong which could the firſt ſurmount : 
But if you {till continue thus unkind, 
Whom I loy'd beſt, you by my Death ſhall find. 
Cyd. If you ſhould die, my death ſhould yours purſue, 
But yet I am not fatisf'd you're true. 
| Cort. Hear me, ye gods, and puniſh him you hear, 
Tf ought within the World I hold fo dear. : 
Cyd. You would deceive the gods and me, ſhe's dead, 
| And is not in the World whoſe Love I dread, 
Name not the World, ſay nothing is ſo dear. 
Cort. Then nothing is, let that ſecure your fear. 
Cyd. "Tis time muſt wear it off, but I muſt go, 
Can you your Conſtancy in Abſence thow. . 
Cort. Miſ-doubt my Conftancy and do not try, 
But ſtay and keep me ever in your Eye. 
Cyd. If as a Priſoner I were here, you might 
. Have then infiſted on a Conqu'rous right, 
| | Andſtayd mehere; but now my Love would be 
ll | TH ette& of force, and 1 would give it free. 
Lort. To doubt your Vertue or your Love were fint 
Call tor the Captive Prince and bring him in. 


Enter Guyomar, bound and ſad. 


| 
1 | 
[| You look, Sir, as your Fate you could not bear. [ [o Guyomar, 
| Are SparybFetters then ſo hard to wear ? | 
| Fortune's unjuſt, ſhe ruines oft the Brave, 
ſ | _ And him who ſhould be Vitor makes the Slave. 
HK Gwy.. Son of 'the Sun, my Fetters cannot be 

But Glorious for me, {ince put on by thee; 

The 11s of Love, not thoſe of Fate I fear; 

Theſe I can brave, but thoſe I cannot bear : 

My Rival Brother, while 'm held in Chains, 

In freedom reaps the fruit of all-my Pains. 

Cort. Let it be never ſaid, that he whoſe breſ# 

Is filE&Trith Love, ſhould break a Lovers reſt ; 

Haſte, loſe no time, your Siſter ſets you Free, 

And tell the King, -my generous Enemy, 

I offer {till thoſe terms he had before, _ 
- Uuly askHteave his Daughter to adors.. 


L.A. 


Guy. Brother (that name my breſt ſhall ever own, 

The name of Foe be but in Battels known) 

For ſome few days all Hoſtile AQts forbear, 

That if the King conſents, it ſeem not fear: 

His Heart is Noble, and great Souls muſt be - 
{oft ſought and courted in Adverhity. 

Three days I hope the wiſht ſucceſs will tell. 


Cyd. Till that long time 
Cort, —— Till that long time, farewel, 


[He embraces him. 


[Exeunt ſeperally, ' 


_—— 


A C I II. 


SCE NE Chamber Royal. 


Enter Odmar and Alibech. 


Odin. HE gods, fair Albech, had ſo decreed, 
Nor could my Valour againſt Fate ſucceed ; 

Yet though our Army brought not Conquelt home, 
I did not from the Fight inglorious come : 
It as a Vitor you the brave regard,. 
Succeſleſs Courage then may hope reward : 
And I returning ſafe, may juſtly-boaſt m0 
To win the prize which my dead Brother loſt. 


Enter Guyomar behind him. 


Guy. No, no thy Brother lives, and lives to be 
_ A Wineſes, both againſt himſelt and thee: 
Though both in ſatery are return'd agen, 
I bluſh to ask her Love for Vanquiſht Men. 
Om. Brother, Ill not diſpute, but you are brave, 
Yet 1 was free, and you it ſeems a Slave. 
Guy. Odmar, *tis true, that I was Captive led. 
As publickly is known, as that you fled ; 
But of two ſhames it ſhe muſt one partake, 
I think the choice will not be hard to make. 
Odm. Freedom and Bondage in her choice remain, 
Dar'ſt thou expeCt ſhe will put on thy Chain ? 
Guy. No, no, fair A/bech, give him the Crown, 
My Brother is return'd with highrenown. 
He thinks by Flight his Miftreis muſt be won, 
And claims the prize becauſe he belt did run. 


A!:b. Your Chains wereglorious, and your Flight was wile, 


But neither have o'recome your Enemies; 


" My ſecret wiſhes would my choice decide, 
© But open Juſtice bends to neither fide. | 

Odm. Juſtice already does my right approve, 
IFhim who loves you moſt, you moſt thould love. 
\ My Brother poorly trom your aid withdrew, 
But I my Father left to ſuccour you. 

Guy. Her Country ſhe did to her ſelf prefer 
Him who fought beſt, not who defended her ; 
Since ſhe her intereſt for the Nations wav'd, 
Then I who ſ{av'd the King, the Nation fav'd ; 
You aiding her, your Country did betray, 

I aiding him, did her Commands obey. 

Odm. Name it no more, in Love there is a time 
When dull Obedience is the greateſt Crime; 
She"to her Countries uſe, reling'd your Sword, 
And-you, kind Lover, took her ar her word ; 
You did your Duty to your Love perter, 
geek your Keward from Duty, not from, her. 

Guy. In acting what my Duty did require, 
"Twas hard for me to quit my own defire, 

That fought for her which when I did {ubdue, 
*T was much the eafter Task I lett for you. 


| And Guoymar's was greater, or was none, 
{ Which 1 ſhould chuſe ſome God dirett my Breſt. 
The certain Good, or the uncertain Beſt : 

} 1 cannot chuſe, you both diſpute in vain, 

| Time and your future Acts muſt make it plain ; 

| Firſt raiſe the Siege, and ſet your Country free, 

{ I not the judge, but the Reward will be. 

| Mont. Madam, I think with reaſon I exto! 

| The Vertue of the Spaniſh General ; 

| When all the Gods our Ruine have foretold, 

| Yet generouſly he does his Arms withhold, 

| -And offering Peace, the firſt Conditions make. 

| ÞA/mn., When Peace, is ofter'd, 'tis too late to take ; 
{ For one poor loſs to ſtoop to Terms like thoſe, 

| Were we o'ercome what could they worſe impoſe ? | 
Go, go, with homage your proud Victors meer, 

Go lie like Dogs beneath your Maſter Feet, 

"Go and beget them Slaves to dig their Mines, 

And groan for Gold which now in Temples ſhines ; 
'Your ſhameful Story ſhall record of me, 

The Mey. all crouch'd, and left a Woman free. 

| = Guy. Had I nortought, or durſt not fight again, 
'I my fuſpeQed Counſel ſhould retrain; 


= AÞ. 


Alib. Odmar a more than common Love has ſhown, 


To them, Enter Montezuma 1a/king with Almeria and Orbellan, 
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_ Direct your ſteps: you may d 
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He gave me freedom, Ill prevent his fate.  - [Exit Guyomar, 
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For I wiſh Peace, and any Terms prefer 
Before the laſt Extremities of War. 
We but exaſp'rate thoſe we cannot harm, 
And Fighting gains us but to dye more warm : 
If that be Cowardice, which dares not ſee 
The infolent efteCts of Victory, E 
The rape of Matrons, and their Childrens cries ; 
Then I am fearful, let the brave adviſe. 
Odnm. Keen cutting Swords, and Engines killing far, 
Have proſperouſly begun a doubtkut War : 
But now our Foes with leſs advantage Fight, | : 
Their ſtrength diſcreaſes with our Indians Fright. x 
Mont. This Noble Vote does with my with comply, 


I am for War. | 
' Alm. And fo am I. 
Orb. And I. 


. Mont. Then as to ay = —_ and F11 take care 
0 Chear the Souldiers, and for fight prepare. 
[Exeunt Montezuma, Odmar, Guyomar, Alibech. 
Alm. to Orb. 'Tis now the hour which all to reſt allow. 
[ Almeria flays Orbellan. 
And ſleep fits heavy upon every brow ; {[Guyomar returns and hears them. 
In this dark filence ſoftly leave the Town, 
And to the Generals Tent, *tis quickly known, 
F tch him ſtrait, 
Drown'd in his ſleep, and eafie. for his fate : 
Behdes, the Truce will make the Guards more flack. 
Orb. Courage which leads me on will bring me back: 
But I more fear the baſeneſs of the thing: 
Remorlſe, you know, bears a perpetual ſting. 
Alm. For mean remorſe no room the valiant finds, 4 
Repenfance is the Vertue of weak minds ; 
For want of judgment, keeps them doubtful ſtill, 
They may repent of good who can of ill , 
Bur daring Courage makes ill aCtions good, 
'Tis foolith pity ſpares a Rivals blood; . | 
You ſhall about it ſtraight—— [Excunt Almeria, Orbellan. 
Guy. Would they betray - A 
His {Jeeping Vertue, by ſo-mean a way! | 
And yet this Spaniard is our Nations Foe, 
I with him dead- butcannot wiſh it ſo ; 
Either my Countrey never mult be freed, 
Or Iconlenting to ſo black a deed. 
Would Chance had never led my ſteps this way, 
Now it he %ies I mutther him, not they; _ 
Something muft be refoly'd &er *tis too late; 
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SCENE B A Camp. 
Enter Cortez. alone in a Night-Gown. 


* *Cort, All things are huſh'd, as Natures felt lay dead, 
x The Mountains ſeem to nod their drowſy head ; 
} The little Birds in dreams their Songs repear, 
| And fleeping Flowers, beneath the night-dew ſweat; 
tf Ev'n Luſt and Envy ſleep, yet Love denies 
} Reſt to my Soul, and ihimber to my Eyes. 
| Three days I promisd to attend my Doom, 
| And two long days and nights are yet to come : {9 
| "Tis ſure the noiſe of ſome Tumultuous Fight, | Noiſe guithur, 
| They break the Truce, and fally out by night. 
| Enter Orbellan flyrng in the dark, his Sword drawn. 
Orb. Betray'd! purſu'd ! Oh whither ſhall I fly? 
_ dee, ſee, the juſt Reward of Treachery , | 
t Tmfureamong the Tents, but know not where, 
| Even night wants darkneſs to ſecure my fear. 
Comes near Cortez who: hears him. 
| Cort. Stand, who goes there? 
| Orb. 
| 
| 
| 


Alas, what ſhall I ſay  [A/ite. 
A poor Taxa/lan that miſtook his way, | lo him. 


And wanders in the terrours of the night. 
Cort. Soldier thou ſeem'ſt afraid, whence comes this fright? 
_ Orb. The infolence of Spaniards caus'd my fear, 
Who in the dark purſ'd me entring here. 
Cort. Their Crimes ſhall meet immediate puniſhment, 
But ſtay thou ſafe within the General's Tent. 
Orb. Still worte and worſe, 
Cort. Fear not, but follow me, 
Upon my Lite I 11 ſet thee ſate and free. 
| Cortez /eads him in, and returns. 
To bum Vaſquez, Pizarro and Spaniards with Torches. 
Vaſg. O Sir, thank Heaven, and your brave 1:4:an Friend, 
- That you are ſafe, Orbe/lan did intend 
This night to kill youleeping in your Tent: 
But Gyomar his truſty ſlave has ent, 
4+ Who following cloſe his filent ſteps by night 
Till in our Camp they both approach'd the light, 
| Cry'd ſeize the Traytor, ſeize the Mutrtherer: 
{ The cruel Villain fled I know nct where, 
{ But#ar he is nor, tor he this way bent. 
-- P:z. Th inraged Soldiers ſeek from 'Teat to Tent, 
With lighted Torches, and in love to you, _ 
- With Bloody vows his hated Life purſue. _ 


' 
| 
' 


Wh £4 


= - SY = j 


"12M 
. , ' 


Vaſq. This Meſſenger does fince he came relate, » } 
That the Old King, after a long debate, <4 
By his imperious Miſtreſs blindly led, 
as given Cydaria to Orbellan's Bed.  . =_ 
Cort. Vaſquez, the truſty Slave which you retain, = 
Retire a while, I'll call you back again. [Ex, Vaſq. and F 
Cortez at his Tent door. " 
Cort. Indian, come forth, your Enemies are gone. 
And I who fav'd you from them here alane;. 
You hide your Face, as you were ſtill atraid, 
Dare you not look on him who gaye you Aid. 
1; Enter Orbellan bolding his Face aſide. 
Orb. Moon, flipbehind ſomeCloud, ſome Tempeſt riſe . 
And blow our all the Stars that light the Skies, 
To ſhrowd my Shame. | 
Cort. In vain you turn aſide, 
And hide your Face, your Name _ cannot hide; 


I know my Rival, and his black 
Orb. Forgive it as my Paſſion's Fault not mine. 07 02 
Cort. In your excuſe your Love does little ſay, | 

You might howe'er have took a fairer way. 

Orb. "Tis true, my paſſion Tmall defence can make, 

Yet you mult ſpare'me for your Honour's ſake; 

That was ingag'd to ſet me fate and free. 

Cort. *Twas to a Stanger, -not an Enemy : 

Nor is it prudence to prolong thy Breath, 

When all my hopes depend upon thy Death—— 

——Yet none ſhall tax me with baſe Perjury, \ 

Something I'll do, both for my ſelf and 3.4 

With vow'd Revenge my Souldiers ſearch each Tent, 

If thou art ſeen none can thy Death prevent. 

Follow my ſteps with Silence and with Hafte. [ Exeunt,, 


The Scene changes to the Indian Country, they return, 
Cort. Now, you are ſafe, you have my Out-guards palt. 
Orb. Then here I take my leave. 


Cort. —0Orbellan, no; 

When you return, you to Cydaria go. 

Pl ſend a Meſlage. 
Orb, ————bLet it be expreſt, 

| am in haſte. | 4 
Cort, rm P11 write it in your Breaſt.  [Draus. 


Orb. What means my Rival? 

Cort, Eeither Fight or Die : 
[11 nor ſtrain Honour to a Point too high, 
I fav'd your Life, now keeprit if you can, 
Cdaria ſhall be or the braveſt Man, - 
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ual Terms you ſhall your Fortune try, 
This and lay your flint-edgd Weapon by. [ Groes him a Sword. 
{ Fil arm you for my Glory, and purſue 
No palm, but what's to Manly Virtue due. 
Fame with my Conqueſt ſhall my Courage tell, 
"'Fhis you ſhall gain by placing Love ſo well. 
Prb. Fighting with you, ungrateful I appear. & 
Cort. Under that ſhadow'thou wouldit hide thy Fear : 
| Thou wouldit poſſeſs thy Love at thy return, 
| And in her Arms my eaue Virtue ſcorn, 
| Orb. Since we muſt fight, no longer let's delay: 
| The Moon ſhines clear, and makes a paler Day. [ They fight, Orb. 


, is wounded in the Hand, his Sword falls out of it. 
| Cort. To Courage, even of Foes, there's Pity due; | | 
{ It was not I, but Fortune vanquifh'd you: | Throws his Sword again. 


Thank me with that, and ſo diſpute the Prize, 
As if you ___ before Cydaria's Eyes. 
Orb. I would not poorly ſuch a Gift requite, 
| You gave me not this Sword to yield, but fight: 
But ſee where yours has forc'd its bloody way, | 
My wounded my Heart does ill obey. | He ſtr:ves 10 hold it, but cannot. 
Cort. Unlucky Honour, that controul'it my Will! 
| Why have I vanquiſh'd, fince I muſt not kill 
| Fate ſees thy Lite lodg'd in a brittle Glaſs, 
And looks it through, but to it cannot pals. 
» Orb. AllI can do is frankly to conkels 
I wiſh I could, but cannot love her leſs. 6 
| To ſivear I would refign her, were but vain 
| Love would recal that perjurd Breath again; 
| And in my wretched Caſe *twill be more Juſt, 
| Not to. have promis'd than deceive your Truft. 
| Know, if I live once more to ſee the Town, 
| In bright Cydarig's Arms my Love T'll crown. 
| Cort. In ſpight of that1 give-thee Liberty, 
F And with thy Perſon leave thy Honour free; 
| But to thy Wiſhes move a ſpeedy pace, 
{ Or Death will ſoon oertake thee inthe Chace. 
| To Arms, to Arms Fate ſhows my Love the way, | 
FIt force the Ciry on thy Nuprtial day. [ Exeunt ſeverely. 


SCENE II. Mexico. 


E-ter Montezuma, Odmar, Guyomar, Almeria. 


_ Mont. It moves'my wonder that in two days ſpace, 
This carly Famine ipreads 10 twiſt a pace. " | 


—» 


Odm. *Tis, Sir, the general cry, nor ſeems it ſtrange, 
The Face of Plenty ſhould ſo ſwittly change 
.This City never felt a Siege betore, 
- But from the Lake receiv'd its daily ſtore, 
Which now ſhut up, and Millions crowded here, 
Famine will ſoon in Mulritudes appear. 
Mont. The more the number, itill the greater Shame. 
Alm. What if ſome one ſhould ſeek immortal Fame, 
By ending of the Siege at one brave Blow? 
" Mont. That were too happy. 
Alm. Yet it may be 1o. ; : 
What if the Spani/h General ſhould be ſlain? Y 
Guy. Juſt Heaven I hope does otherways otdain, [Ae 
Mont. If ſlain by Treaſon, I lament his Death. 
. Enter Orbellan and ayers bis Siſter. 
Odm. Orbellan ſeems in haſt, and out of Breath. 
Mont. Orbellan welcome, you are early here, 
A Bridegroom!'s haſte, does in your looks appear. [Almeria a/ide to her Brother, | 
ear 


Alm. Betray'd ! No, *twas thy Cowardice and 
He had not ſcap'd with Lite had I been there 
But ſince ſo ill you att a brave Defign, 
Keep cloſe your Shame, Fate makes fhe next turn mine. 


Enter Alibech, Cydaria. 

Alib. O Sir? If ever pity touch'd your breſt, 

Let it be now to your own Blood expreſt : 
In Tears your beauteous Daughter drowns her Sight, 
Silent as Dews that fall in dead of Night. 

Cyd. To your Commands I ſtri&t Obedience owe, 
And my laſt AC of it I come to ſhow; 
I want the Heart to die before your Eyes. | 
But Grief will finiſh that which Fear denies. . 

Alm. Your Will thould by your Father's Precept move, 

Cyd. When he was young he taught me Truth in Love. 

Alm. He tound more love then he deſerv'd, *tis true, 

And that it ſeems is lucky too to you. 
Your Father's Folly took a Head-{trong courſe, 
But I'll rule yours, and teach you Love by force. 

- | Enter Meſſenger. | 8 
Arm, Arm, O King! The Enemy comes on, 
A ſharp Affault already is begun: 2] 
The murdering Guns play fiercely on the Walls. 

Odm. Now Rival let us run where Honour calls. . 
: a __ cg. d what Gratitude did owe, Ot p ol 

e brave Spantard is again my Foe. | n. 472 i 
Mont. Our Walls are high, and Multitudes defend; | (ity e "7 | 
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'28 be Inatan Emperor. 
The Nuptials with my preſence ſhall be grac'd. 

Altb. At leaſt but ſtay till the Aſſault be paſt. 

Alm. Siſter, in vain you urge him to delay, 
The King has promis'd, and he ſhall obey. 
8. | Enter Second Meſſenger. 
* From ſeveral parts the Enemy's repell'd, 
- One only quarter to th* Aſſault does yield, 

| Enter Third Meſſenger. 

Some Foes are enter'd, but they are 1o few, 
They only Death, not Victory purſue. 

Orb. Hark, hark, they ſhout! 
' From Virtue's rules I do too meanly ſwerve, 

I by my Courage will your Love deſerve. | 

Mont. Here in the Heart of all the Town T1 ſtay, 
And timely ſuccour where it wants convey. 

A Noiſe within. Enter Orbellan, Indians driven 17, Cortez 
after them, andone or two Spaniards. 

Cort. He's found, he's found; degenerate Coward, ſtay : 
Night ſav'd thee once, thou ſhalt not ſcape by day. [ Kills Orb, 

Orb. OT am kill'd Des. 


Enter Guyomar and Odmar. 


Guy. Yield, Generous Stranger, and preſerve your Life, [ He is beſet. 
Why chuſe you Death in this unequal ſtrife? 
CAinetia and Alibech-fa!l on Orbellan's Body. 
Cort. What nobler Fate could any Lover meet, 
I fall reveng'd and at my Miſtreſs feet? © | 
| They fall on him and bear him down, Guyomat takes his Sword.. 
Alb. He's paſt recovety; my dear Brothers ſlain; 
Fate's hand was in it, and my care was vain. TIM 
| An. In weak complaint you vainly waſte your Breath: 
They are not Tears that can revenge his Death, 
Diſpatch the Villain ſtraight. 
Cort, — —The. Villain's dead. 
Alm. Give me a Sword, and let me take his Head. 
| Mont. Though, Madam, tor your Brother's loſs I grieve; 
| Yet ler me beg 
| Alm, —— His Murderer may live ? 
Cyd. "Twas his Misfortune, and the Chance of War. 
' Cort. It was my purpoſe, and I kilF'd him fair ; 
How could you ſo unjuſt and cruel prove, 
| To call that Chance which was the AC of Love? 
Cd. I call'd it any thing to fave your Lite:. 
Would he were living ſtill and I bis Witez 
That wiſh was once my greateſt miſery, 2 IU 
T 'B t tis a res 6 to zehold you d Go. SOTTITONYY | hh | 


De -tnatan Emperonr. _ 
Ahn. Either command his Death upon' the place, i 
Or never more behold A/meri's Face. 
G-y. You by his Valour once from Death were freed : "+ 
Can you forget ſo Generous a Deed ? [ To Montezuma. 
Mont. How Gratitude and Love divide my Breſt ; 
Both ways alike my Soul is robb'd of reſt. 
But—— let him die can | his Sentence give ? 
Unegrateful, muſt he Die by whom. I Live ? 
But can I then A/meria's Tears deny ? 
Should any Live, whom ſhe commands to Die ? 
Guy. Approach who dares: He yielded on my word ; | 
And as my Pris'ner, I reſtore his 5word.; [ Groes bis Sword. 
His-Lite concerns the ſafety of the State, 
And F'll preſerve it tor a calm Debate. 
Mont. Dar it thou rebel, talſe and degenerate Wy ? 
That being which I gave, | thus deſtroy.[ Offers 70 &ill bim,Odmar ſteps between. 
Odm. My Brother's Blood 1 cannot ſee you ſpill, 
Since he prevents you but from doing il : - 
He is my Kival, but his death would be 
For him too glorious, and too baſe for me. 
Guy. Thou ſhalt not conquer in this noble ſtrite: 
Alas, I meant. not to defend my Lite : 
Strike, Sir, you never plerc'd a Breſt more true 
*Tis the laſt Wound I e'er can take for you. 
You ſee I live but to diſpute your Will, 
Kill me, and then you may my Pris'ner kill. 
Cort. You ſhall not, Generous Youths, contend for me, 
Tt is enough that I your Honour ſee ; 
But that your Duty may no blemiſh take, 
[ will my ſelf your Father's Captive make ; 
When he dares ſtrike, I am prepar'd to fall: Groes his Sword to Montez.. 
The Spaniards will revenge their General. 
Cyd. Ah you too haſtily your Lite refign. 
You more would love it if you valu'd mine ! 
Cort. Diſpatch me quickly, I my Death forgive, 
I ſhall grow tender elſe, and wiſh to live ; 
Such an infectious Face her ſorrow wears, 
[ can bear Death but not Cydaria's Tears. | 
A/m. Make haſte, make haſte, they merit Death all three : 
They for Rebellion, and for Murder he. 
See, ſee, my Brother's Ghoſt hangs hovering there, 
Oer his warm Blood thar ſteems into the Air, 
Revenge, revenge, it cries. 
Mont. And it ſhall have ; 
But two days reſpit for his Life I crave : 
It in that ſpace you not more gentle prove, 
111 give a fatal proof how well Hove. 


"3D he Initan' Emperony. 
Till when you Guyomar, your Pris'ner take z 
Beſtow him in the Caſtle on the Lake : 

In that ſmall time I ſhall the Conqueſt gain 


- Of theſe few Sparks of Vertue which remain ; 
Thea all who ſhall my headlong paſſion ſee, 


"Shall curſe my Crimes, and yet hall pity me. [Exeunt Omnes. 
"0 ACT IV. 
j4 SCENE, A Priſon. 


Enter Almeria and an Indian, they ſpeak entring. 


Ind, Dangerous proof of my reſpect I ſhow. 
A. A/m. Fear not, Prince Guyomar ſhall never know : 
While he is abſent, let us not delay, 
Remember *tis the King thou doſt obey. 
Ind. See where he 1leeps. {Cortez appears Chain'd and laid aſleep. 
An. Without my coming wait : 
And on thy Life ſecure the Priſon Gate. [ Exit Indian. 
[She plucks out a Dagger and approaches bim. 
Spaniard, awake : thy fatal hour is gome: 
hou 1halt not at thy eaſe receive thy Doom. 
Revenge is ſure, though ſometimes flowly plac'd, 
Awake, awake, or ſleeping ſleep thy laſt. G; 
Cort. Who names Revenge ? ; 
Aln. —— Look up and thou ſhalt ſee. ” 
Cort. I cannot fear ſo fair an Enemy. 
Alm. No aid isnigh, nor canſt thou make defence : 
 Whence can thy Courage come? 
Cort. From Innocence. 
Alm. From Innocence ? let that then take thy part, 


+.” Still are thy looks aflur'd, have at thy Heart [ Holds up the Dagger. 


I cannot kill thee, ſure thou bear'{t ſome Charm, | (30es back, 
Or ſome Divinity holds back my Arm. 
Why do I thus delay to make him Bleed, [ A/ade. 
Can I want Courage for fo brave a deed ? ; 
I've ſhook it off, my Soul is free from tear, Comes again. 


| And I can now ſtrike any where, bur here 


{ His ſcorn of Death how ſtrangely doest move ! 

| Amind fo havghty who could chuſe bur love ! [ Goes off. 
Plead not a Charm, or any Gods command, 
Alas, it is thy heart that holds thy hand : 

_ In ſpight of meTlove, and ſee too late 

My Mothers Pride muſt find my Mothers Fate. 
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. Would you ſo doat upon your fisſt deſire, 


Would you for her Cydariz's love forgo? 


2 cd i He 3h & 1, 9) 7 TY, % MH m7; | nr. 
——— Thy Country's Foe, thy Brother's Murtherer, 
For ſhame, A/meria, ſuch mad thoughts forbear : 
It w*onnor be if 1 once more come on, ' Coming 0n again. 
I ſhall miſtake the Breaſt ay og my own. Comes with her Dagger down. ' 
Cort. Does your revenge maliciouſly - r 
To give me Death, till *tis prepar'd by Fear? 
If you delay for that, forbear or ſtrike, | he 
Foreſeen and ſudden death are both alike. "7 
Alm. To (how my love would but increaſe his Pride : 
They have moſt power who moſt their paſſions hide. [ Aſide. 
Spaniers, I nuſt confeſs I did expect - 
ou could not meet your death with ſuch negle& 
I will defer it now, and give you time, 
You may Repent, and I forget your Crime. | 
| Cort. Thoſe who repent acknowledge they did ill ; 
I did not unprovok'd your Brother ki 
Alm. Petition me, perhaps I may forgive. 
Cort. Who begs his Life does not deſerve to live. 
Alm. But if *tis given you'll not refuſe to take? 
Cort. I can live gladly for Cydaria's fake. 
Alm. Does the 1o wholly then poſſeſs your mind? 
Whar if you ſhould another Lady find, | 
Equal to her in Birth, and far above . yo 
In all that can attraft, or keep your Love, 
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As not to entertain a Nobler Fire? 

Cort. 1 think that perſon hardly will be found, 
With gracious form and equal Vertue crown'd : 
Yer if another could precedence claim, 
My fixt defires could find no fairer Aim. 

Alm. Dull ignorance, he cannot yet conceive : 
To ſpeak more plain, ſhame will not give me leave. 
Suppoſe one ltoy'd you whom even Kings adore: 
Who with your Life, your Freedom would reſtore, 
And add to that the Crown of Mex1co, | 


Cort. Though ſhe could offer all you can invent, 
] could not of my Faith once yow'd repent. 
Am. A burning bluſh hath covered all my Face, 
Why 1 am torc'd ro publiſh my diſgrace? 
What it 1 love, you know it cannot be, . 
And yet I bluſh to put the caſe *rwere me. 
IfI could love you with a flame fo true, - 
I could forget what hand my Brother flew >— 
— — Make out the reſt——1 am diſorder'd ſo, | | 
I know not farther what to ſay or do: | . Sa 
Bur anfiver me to what you think I tears, uu 
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Cort. Reaſon or Wit no anſwer can invent : ; 
tf Of words confus'd who can the meaning find ? 
| © An. Diſorderd words ſhow a Diſtemper. mind, 
» -Cort, She has oblig'd me ſo, that could 1 chule, -,# þ | 
1 would not anſwer what1 muſt refuſe; *--—. 7 | _ LAfde, + 
Fo - A/m, ——Hismind is ſhook ;—--ſuppoſe Ilov'd you, ſpeak, + as 
'» Would You for.me Cydaria's Fetters break 2? - | 
** Cort. Things meant in Jeſt, no ſerious anſwer need. 
Alm. Bat pur the caſe that it were fo indeed. . 
, 4xCort. If it were fo, which but to think were Pride, 
| » My-conſtant Love would generouſly be try'd : 
'», Forfince you could a Brother's death forgive, 
:He whom you fave, for you alone ſhould liye : = 
' But I the moſt unhappy of Mankind, | ' 
E're I knew yours, have all my love refign'd : en # 
Tis my own loſs | grieve, who have no more ; 
You goa begging to a Bankrupt's door. 
Yet -could I change, as ſure I never can, 
How could you love ſo infamous. Man? 
; For laye once given from her, and plac'd in you, 
Would leave no ground I eyer could be true. ' 
- 4m. Youcouſtrued me aright, I was in Jeſt : 
And by tt offer meant to ſound.your Breſt ; 
Which fince I find fo conſtant to your Love, 
Will much my value of your worth improve, 
Sp4rntard, aſſure your ſelf you ſhall not be 
lig'd to quit Cydarra for me: : "2 $9875 
*Tis dangerous —_—_ to treat me in this ſort, 
And to refuſe my offer, though in ſport. : [ Exit Almeria, 
Cort. In what a ſtrange Condition am T left, [ Cort. /olus. 
More than I wiſh I have, of all I wiſh bereft ! I 
 Iniwiſhing nothing we enjoy ſtill moſt ; 
or even our wiſh is in poſſeſſion loſt : 
eſtleſs we wander to a new debire, 
& And burn our ſelves by blowing up the fre : 
tf Wetoſs and turn about our feaveriſh will. . 
-When all our eaſe muſt come by lying {till : 
For all the happineſs Mankind can gain '» Taba 
Is not inÞleaſure,but in reſt from pain. | Goes 17,4 1he Seene cloſes upon bim, 
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Enter Motezuma, Odmar, Guyomar, Alibech. 


- Mont, My Ears are deaf with this impatient crowd. 
Odm. Their wants are now grown.mutinous and loud: 
— _> : FIR | 
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© "TheGer'rals taken, bur the Sies remains "— 
; And their laſt Food our dying Men ains. 
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\ Guy. One means is only left, I to this hour, 
Have kept the Captive from A/meria's power, 
And though by your Command ſhe often ſeht 

To urge his Doom, do ſtill his Death prevent. 

Mont. That hope is paſt: Him T have oft affail'd, 
But neither Threats nor Kindneſs have prevail'd , 
Hiding our Wants, I ofter'd to releaſe 
His Chains, and equally conclude a Peace : 

- He fiereely anſwer'd, I had now no way 
But to ſubmit, and without Terms obey : 
_ TI told him, He in Chains demanded more 
Than he impos'd in Vittory before : 
He ſullenly reply'd, He could not make 
Thoſe Offers now ,, Honour muſt give, not take. 

Odm. Twice have I fally'd, and was twice beat back: 
What deſp'rate Courle remains for us to take! 

Mont. If either Death or Bondage I muſt chooſe, 

I'll keep my Freedom, though my Life I loſe. 

Guy. I'll not upbraid you that you once _refus'd 
Thoſe Means you might have then with Honour ugd: 
PII lead your Men, perhaps bring Victory : -- | ' 
They know to Conquer beſt, who know to Die. {Exeunt Mont. Odmar, * 

Altb, Ah me, what have | heard! Stay, Guyomar, 
What hope you from this Sally you prepare? 

Guy. A Death, with Honour tor my = & good : 
A Death, to which your ſelf defign'd my Bl 

Altb. You heard, and I well know-the Town's Diſtreſs, 
Which Sword and Famine both at once opprels: 

Famine ſo fierce, that what's deny'd Man's Ui, 2 
Een deadly Plants, and Herbs of poisnous Juice DE 
Wild roger ſeeks; and to prolong our Breath, 

We egreedily devour our certain Death; - 

The Soldier in th' Aſſault of Famine falls: 

And Ghoſts, not Men, are watching on the Walls. . 
As Callow Birds——— ; 
Whoſe Mother's kilFd in eking of the Prey, i 
Cry in their Neſt, and think her long away: oy | 
And at each Leaf that ſtirs, each blaſt of Wind, 
Gape for the Food, which they muſt never find : 

v0 cry the People in their Miſery. 

Guy. And what Relief can they .- 4 from me? 

Alb. While Montezuma fleeps, call in the Foe: 
The Captive Gen'ral your Deſign may know: 

His Noble Heart, to, Hongur ever try 2 ; "4 
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Guy. What I have heard I bluſh to hear: and grieve 
Thoſe words you ſpoke, I muſt your words believe, 
I to do this! I, whom you once thought brave, 
To fell my Country, and my King enllave ? 
AILI have done by one foul act deface, 
And yield my right to you by turning baſe? 
What more could Odmar wiſh that I ſhould do 
To loſe your Love, that you perſwade me to? 
No, Madam, no. I never can commir 
A deed ſo ill, nor can you utter it : 
*Tis but to try what Vertue you can find 
Lodg'd in my Soul. 
A/rb. 1 plainly ſpeak my Mind ; | 
Dear as my Lite my Vertue [ll preſerve: 
Bur Vertue.you too ſcrupulouſly ſerve: 
I lov'd not more than now my Countries good, 
When for it's ſervice I employ'd-your Blood : 
Bur things are alter'd, I am {till the ſame, 
By difterent-ways ill moving to one fame; 
And by difarming you, I now do more 
To fave the Town, than arming you before. 
Guy. Things good or ill by circumſtances be ; 
In you 'ris Vertue, what is Vice in me. 
Alib. That ill is pardon'd which does good procure. 
- Guy. The good's uncertain, but the ill is ſure. 
Altb. When Kings grow {tubborn, fſlothful, or unwitſe, 
Each private Man tor publick good ſhould riſe. 
Guy. Take heed, fair Maid, how Monarchs you acculſe:. 
Such reaſons nohe but impious Rebels uſe : 
Thoſe who to Empire by dark paths aſpire, 
Still plead a call ro what they moſt defire ; 
Bur Kings by tree conſent their Kingdoms take, 
- - Strict as thoſe Sacred Ties which Nuptials make ;: 
And whatt're faults. in Princes time reveal, 
None can be Judge where can be no Appeal. 
Alib. In all debates you plainly let me ſee. 
You love your Vertue beſt, but Odmar me: 
Go, your miſtaken Piety purſue : 
S have fxom-him what is deny'd þy you; 
/ith my Commands you ſhall no. more be grac'd,: 
Remember, Sir, this Trial was your laſt. 
Gy. The gods inſpire you with a. better mind ; 
e you more Juſt, and: make you then more kind : 
- But though from Vertues Kules I cannot part, 
Think 1 deny you with a bleeding Heart: 
- *Tis hard with me whatever choice -I make ; 
. 1 muſt not merit you, or mult. torſghe: 
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 T have diſcern'd the Foe ſecurely lie, 


* Thoughmy Proud Siſter to revenge incline, 


Sure I am grow 
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But in this ws to —_— FL be ay | 
And leave my. Fortune to, the gods and you. 
, WE mer Meſſenger privately. 
Meſſ. Now is the time; be aiding ro your Fate : - 
From the Watch-Tower, above the Weſtern-Gate, 


OP 


Too proud to fear a beaten Enemy : 
Their careleſs Chiefs to the cool Grottoes run, . 
Th2 Bowers of Kings, to ſhade them from the Sun. 
Guy. Upon thy Lite diſcloſe thy News to none; 
[11 make the Conqueſt or the ſhame my own. | Exit Guyomar and Meſſenger. 


Enter Odmar. | 
Alib. I read ſome welcome Meſlage in his Eye : 
Prince Odmar comes: Til ſee if he'll deny. 
 Odm. 1 come to tell you pleating News, 
I begg'd a thing your Brother did refuſe. 
Alib. The News both pleaſes me, and grieves me toq : 
For nothing, ſure, ſhould be deny'd to you: 
But he was bleſt who might commanded be; . 
You never meant that happineſs to me. 
What he refus'd your kindneſs might beſtow, 
But my Commiands, perhaps, your burdeftgrow. 
Odm. Could I but hve till burthenſome they prove, 
My Lite would be immortal as my Love. 
Your wiſh, &er it receive a name, I grant. 
Altb. *Tis to relieve your dying Countries want 
All hopes of ſuccour from your Arms is paſt, 
To fave us now you mult our Ruine haſte; 
Give up the Town, and to oblige him more, 
The Captive General's Liberty reſtore. | 
Odm. You ſpeak to try gry Love, Can you forgive, 
90 ſoon, to let your Brothers Murderer live? | 
Alib. Orbellan, though my Brother, did diſgrace 
With treacherous Deeds our Mighty Mother's Race ; 
And to revenge his Blood, ſo jultly ſplit, 
What is it leſs than to partake his guilt? 


I to my Country's good my own refign. 
Odm. To fave our Lives our Freedom I betray—— 
——Yet ſince I promis'd it, I will obey ; 
ll not my Shame nor your Commands diſpute: L 
You ſhall behold your Empire's Abſolute. [ Exit Odmar, 
Alib. I ſhovld have thank'd him for his ſpeedy Grant : Ti | 
And yet I know not how, fit. words L wait ; 
n-diſttacted in my mind 
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36 The Indian: Emperotr. 
The one, denying, vex'd my Soul before; 
And this, obeying, has diſturb'd me more: 
The one with Grief, and {lowly did refuſe, 

The other, in his Grant, much haſte did uſe : 
———He us'd too much——and granting me ſo ſoon, 
[He has the Merit of the Gift undone : 

- Methought with wondrous Eaſe, he ſwallow'd down -1 
His forteit Honour, to betray the Town: 
My inward Choice was Guyomar before,! 
But now his Vertue has confirm'd me mote——— 
* -w— raye, I rave, for Odmar will obey, 
And then my Promiſe muſt my Choice betray. 
Fantaſtick Honour, thou haſt fram'd Toil 
Thy Rf, to make thy Love thy Vertues Spoil, [Exit Alibech, 


SCENE II. 


. \ 

of pleaſant Grotto diſcover d : bn it a Fountain ſpouting ;, round obout it 
*  Valquez, Pizarro, and other Spaniards lying careleſly unarm'd, and 
by them many Indian Women, one of which ſmgs the following Song. 


SONG. 


Ah! Fading Foy, how quickly art thou paſt ? 
/ 1zt we hs age hh 
As if the Cares of Humane Life were few, 


eeR out new : 


We 
And follow Fate WAS would too faſt purſue. . 


See how on every. Bough the Birds expreſs 
E... their ſweet N _—_— Happineſs. 
ey all enjoy, and nothing ſpare ; 
Pr thei Mother N ature i their Care: 
Why then ſhould Man, the Lord of all below, 
Such Troubles chuſe to know, 
As none of all his Subje&s undergo © 
Hark, bark, the Waters Fl fall, fall: 
And with a: murmuring Sound | 
Daſh, daſh, upon the Ground, 
t gentle Slumbers call, . 


| Since one ſhc hated, that it muſt be me. 


w. Todo an Attion, great at once and ill; 
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After the Song, two Spaniards ariſe and dance. a Saraband with Caſtanieta's : at 
the end of which, Guyomar and his Indians enter, and 'ere the Spaniards: 
' can recover their Swords, ſeize them. <1 


Guy. Thoſe whom you took without in Triumph bring, 
But ſee theſe ſtraight condutted to the King. 
Piz. Vaſquez, what now remains in theſe Extreams? 
Vaſq. Only to wake us from our Golden Dreams. 
P:z. Since by -our ſhameful ConduCtt we have loſt 
Freedom, Wealth, Honour, which we value moſt, 
L wiſh they would our Lives a Pcroid give : | | 
They live too long who Happineſs out live.. {| Spaniards are /ed outs 
1. [:d. See, Sir, how quickly your Succeſs is ſpread : | 
The King comes marching in the Army's Head. 
Enter Montezuma, Alibech, Odmar, d:ſcontented. | 
Mont. Now all the Gods reward and bleſs my Son: [ Embracing... 
Thou haſt rhis day thy Father's Youth out-done. 
Alib. Juſt Heaven all Happineſs upon him ſhower, 
TH it confeſs it's Will beyond it's Power. 
Guy. The Heay'ns are kind, the Gods propitious be, 
[ only doubt a Mortal Deity : ; 
] neither tought for Conqueſt, nor for Fame.. ; 
Your Love alone can recompence my Flame. 
Alt. T gave my Love to the moſt brave in War ; 
But that the King muſt judge. 
Mont. is Guyomar. : Soldiers ſhout, a Guyomar, Tc. 
Mont. This day your Nuptatls we-will celeberate ; 
But guard theſe haughty Captives till their Fate : 
Odmar, this night to keep them be your Care, 
To morrow for their Sacrifice prepare. 
Alib. Blot not your Conquelt with your Cruelty. 
Mont. Fate ſays we are not ſafe anlef they die: 
The Spirit that fore-told this happy day, 
Bid me ule Caution, and avoid Delay 
Poiterity be Juſter to my Fame: 
Nor call it Murder, when each private Man 
In his Detence may juſtly do the ſame : 
But private perſons more than Monarchs can : 
All weigh our aQts, and whate'er ſeems unjuſt, 
Impute not to Neceſlity, but Luſt. [ Ex. Montez. Guyom--and Alib.. | 
Odm. Loſt and undone ! he had my Father's Voice, 
And A/tbech ſem'd pleas'd with her new Choice ; 
Alas, it was not new! too late I ſee, | 


[ teel a ſtrange Temptation in 


. 


OX 


my Will. 
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-"Vertue ill treated from my Soul is fled ; 

\ I by Revenge and Love am wholly led : 

\ Yet Conſcience would againſt my rage rebel—— 

 - —— ——Conſcience the fooliſh pride of doing well ! 

; - an Empire, Father Periſh, Brother fall, 

* Revenge does more than recompence you all. 

4 Conduct the Pris ners in DN 
Spaniards, you fe your own deplor'd Eitate : 4 | 


Enter Vaſquez, Pizarro. 
-What dare you do to reconcile your Fate ? 
Vaſq. All that deſpair, with Courage join'd can do. 
Odm. An eafie way to Victory Ill a : 
When all are buried in their ſleep or joy, 
Tl give you Arms, Burn, Raviſh, and Deſtroy ; 
For my own ſhare one Beauty I defign, 
your Honour that ſhe ſhall be mine. 
P:z. I gladly Swear. 
Vaſq. And 1; but I requeſt. | 
-, Thar, in return, one who has touch'd my breaſt, \ 
” Whoſe name I know not, may be given to me. 
Odm. Spamard, *tis Juſt ; ſhe's yours who e're ſhe be. 
Vaſg. The night comes on : if Fortune bleſs the bold, 
I ſhall poſſeſs the Beauty. | 
Piz. 1 the Gold, [ Exeunt 0Mnes. 


SCENE IV. A Priſon. 


Cortez diſcovered, bound: Almeria talking with him. 


- Amm.1 come not now your conſtancy to prove, 
* You may believe me when [ fay I Love. 
Cort. You have roo wel! inſtructed me before, 
| In your intentions to believe you more. 
-\ An, Tmjultly plagu'd by this your unbelief, 
-* And am my felt the cauſe of my own grief : 
- But to beg Love, I cannot ſNoop ſo low ; Ep 
| It is enough that you my paſſion know : | 
'Tis in your choice; Love me, or Love vor, [ Lays hold on the Dagger, 
-I have not yet my Brother's Death torgor. 
+, Cort. You Menace me and Court me in a breath : 
| Your Czpid looks as dreadfully as Death. 
- Atm. Your hopes, without, are vaniſh'd into ſmoke : 
- Your 5: pon taken, and your Armies broke. 
Y _ Cort. vain you urge me with my mileries : 
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Now ſhould I change my Love, ft would appear 
Not the effett of Gratitude, but fear. 
Alm. I'll to the King and make it my Requeſt, 
Or my Command that you may be releaſt ; 
And make you judge, when I have ſet you free, 
Who belt deſerves your Paſſion, I, or the. 
Cort. You tempt my Faith fo generous a way, 
AS without Guilt might conſtancy betray :. 
But I'm 1o far from meriting Eſteem, 
That if 1 judge I muſt my ſelf condemn ; 
Yet having given my worthleſs Heart before, 
Whar I mult n&er poſſeſs I will adore; 
Take my Devotion then this humbler way ; - 2 
| Devotion is the Love which Heaven we pay. [ Kiffes her Hand.- 


Enter Cydaria. 


Cyd. May I believe my Eyes! What do I ſee! 
is this her Harte to him, his Love to me ! 
*Tis 11: my Breaſt ſhe ſheaths her Dagger now. 
Falſe Man. is this the Faith ? Is this the Vow ? 
z Cort. What words, dear Saint, are theſe I hear you uſe? 
Whar Faith, what Vows are thoſe which you accuſe ? 
Cyd. More cruel than the Tygre o'er his Spoll ; 
And talier than the Weeping Crocodile : 
Can you add Vanity to Guilt, and take 
A Pride to hear the Conqueſts which you make ? 
Go publiſh your Renown, let it be ſaid \ 
You have a allen and that lov'd, betray'd. 
Cort. With what Injuſtice is my Faith accus'd 7 
Lite, Freedom, Empire, I at once retus'd ; 
And would again ten thouſand times for you. | 
Alm. She'll have roo great Content to fad him true. l *, 
And therefore fince his Love is not for me, | 
1V'1l help to make my. txival's Miſery. 
_ I never thought you falſe before; 
An you at once two Miſtreſles adore ? 
Keep the poor Soul no longer in ſuſpence, 
Your Change is fuch as does not need Defence. 
Cort. Riddles like theſe I'cannot underſtand !' 
Alm. Why ſhould you bluſh? She ſaw you kiſs my hand, 
Cd. Fear not, I will, while your firſt Love's deny'd, 
Favour your Shame, and turn my Eyes afide 
My feeble Hopes in her Deſerts are loſt : 
I neither can ſuch Power nor Beauty boaſt : 


I have no Tye upon you to be i." 
But that which loofmed yours, my Love to you. | 


| Cort. Could you have heard my words ? 
F | Cyd. ——— Alas what needs 


* To hear your Words, when I beheld your Deeds ? 
_ . Cort. What ſhall l ay? the Fate of Love is-ſuch, 


_ 


That till it ſees too little or-too much. / 
[That a& of mine which does your paſhon move, 
Was but a mark of my reſpect not Love. 
An. Vex not your lelt Excules to prepare-: 
For one you Love not is not worth your Care. 
Cort. Cruel Almeria, take that Lite you gave; 
Since you but worſe deſtroy me, while you fave. 
Gd. No, let me die, and I'll my Claim reſign ; 
For while ] live, methinks you ſhould be mine. 
 .. Cort, The bloodieſt Vengeance which ſhe could purſue, 
; Would be a Trifle to my loſs of you. 
- Cad. Your Change was wiſe : tor had ſhe'been deny'd, 
A 1wift Revenge had follow'd from her Pride : 
You from my gentle Nature had no fears, 
All my Revenge is only in my Tears. 
. Cort. Can you imagine I ſo mean could prove, 
To ſave my Life by changing of my Love ? 
_ Cyd. Since Death is that which nat'rally we ſhnn, 
You did no more than I perhaps had done. 
Cort. Make me not doubt, Fair Soul, your Conſtancy ; 
You would have dy'd for Love and fo-would I. 
Ahn. You may believe him ; you have. ſeen it prov'd. 
Cort. Can I not gain belief how I have lov'd ? 
What can thy Ends, malicious Beauty, be ? 


Vafg. Yieid, Slaves, or die ; our Swords 
Ind. We cannot, though o'er-powerd, ovr Truſt betray. 
Cort. "Tis Vaſquez voice, he brings me Liberty. 


"Now Victory for us, the Town's our own. 

|. Am, All hopes of Safety and of Love are gone : 

> As when ſome dreadful Thunderclap is nigh, 

The winged Fire ſhoots ſwiftly through the Skie, 

* Strikes and conſumes *ere ſcarce it does appear, 

And by the ſudden III, prevents the Fear : 

Such is my State in.this amazing Woe, 

* Tt leaves no Pow'r to think, much leſs to do : 

 —— But ſhall my Rival live ? Shall ſhe enjoy 

© That love in Peace I labour'd to deſtroy ? 2 [A/ide. 
| Cort. Her looks grow black as a tempeſtuous Wind ; 


© Some raging Thoughts are rowling in_hex Mind: 


| "Can he who kill'd thy Brother live for thee? [ 4 morſe of claſhing of Swords, 
| [ +” arr within, Indians againſt him, 
all torce our way. Within. 
Fn 


Vaſq. In Jpite of Fate I'll ſet my Genital tree : [Wrihn, 


Alm. Rival, I muſt your Jealouſly remove, 
You ſhall, hereafter, be at reſt for Love. 
Cyd. Now you are kind, 
Aln. ——fle whom you love is true: | 
© But he ſhall never be polle'd by you. | Draws her Dagger, and runs towards be”, 
\ Cort, Hold, hold; Ah, barb'rous Woman! Flye, oh flye! 
Cyd. Ah, pity, pity! Is no ſuccour nigh? 


Cort. Run, run behind me, there you may be ſure, *# 
While I have Lite I will your Life iccure. { Cydaria gets behind him. 
Alm. On him or thee, 11 


— - Nhat have I done ? I ſee his Blood appear! 

Gd. Ir ſtreams, it ſtreams from ev'ry Viral Part : 
Was there no way but this to find his Heat? 

Alm. Ah! Curſed Woman, what was my Delign? * 41 
This Weapon's Point ſhall mix thatBlood with mine! & = 

[ Goes to ſtab her ſelf, and being within his reach 
| | be ſnatches the Dagger. 
Cort. Now neither Life nor Death are in your Power. 
Alm. Then fullenly FIL wait my Fatal Hour. 


ght Vengeance any where: | She flabs and hurts him.” © 


% 


" Enter Vaſquez and Pizarro with drawn Swords, 


Vaſq. He lives, he lives. 

Cort. Untetter me with ſpeed, 
Vaſquez, 1 ſee you troubled that I bleed: 
Bur *'tis notUeep; our Army I can head. 

Vaſq. You to a certain Vitory are led: 
Your Men all arm'd ſtand filently within: 
{ with your Freedom did the Work begin. 

P:z. What Friends we have, and how we came © ſtrong, 
We'll,foftly rell you as we march along. | j | _— 

Cort. In this ſafe Place let me ſecure your Fear: To Cydaria. * 
No claſhing Swords, no Noiſe can enter here. = 
Amidſt our Arms as quiet you ſhall be | -# 
As Halcyons brooding on a Winter Sea. | # 

Gd. Leave me not here alone, and full of Fright, 
Amidſt the Terrours of a dreadful Night; 

You judge, alas! my Courage by your own; 
I never durſt in Darkneſs be alone: 
[ beg, I throw me humbly at your Feet=— 

Cort. You muſt not go where you may Dangers meet. | 
Tf unruly Sword will no Diſtinction make :; == 
And Beauty will not there give Wounds, but take. ... 

Alm. Then ſtay and take me with you ; though to bg pn.” | 
A Slave to wait upon your Victory, 

My. Heart unmoy'd, can Noilg and: Horrour bear : 
Parting from you is all the Death [ fear. | ! 
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Cort. Almeriw, tis enough I leave you free : 
* You neither muſt ſtay here, nor go with me. 
* _ÞAhn. Then take my Lite, that will my Reſt reſtore: 
- 4*Tis all I ask for ſaving yours before. | 
| Cort. That were a barbarous Return of Love. 
Aln. Yet leaving it, you more inhumane prove: 
In both Extreams I ſoft Relief ſhould find : 
»*Uh ! either hate me more, or be more kind. 

Cort. Lite of ny Soul, do not my Abſence mourn: 
But chear your Heart in hopes of my Return. [ To Cydaria. 
Your Noble Father's Life ſhall be my Care; 
| And both your Brothers I'm oblig'd to ſpare. 
” Cyd. Fate makes you deaf, while T in vain implore, 
My Heart forebodes I ne'er ſhall ſee you more: 
I have but one Requeſt when I am dead, 
* - Tet not my Kival to your Love ſucceed. 

Cort. Fate will be kinder than your Fears foretell ; 
Forewel, my Dear, 
Cd. A long and Iaft Farewel : 

—90 eager to imploy the cruel Sword ; 

*. Can you not one, not one laſt Look afford! 

Cort, I melt to Womaniſh Tears, and if I ſtay, 
I find my Love my Courage will berray : 
Your Tower will keep you ſafe, but be ſo kind 
To your own Life that none may Entrance find. 

Cyd. Then lead me there 

For this one minute of your Company, 
* T go methinks with ſome Content to die. 
T3 | [ Exeunt .CorteZ, Vaſquez, Pizarro, Cydaria, 
An. Farewel, O too much lov'd, fince lov'd in. van ! [ Sola. 
What diſmal-Fortune does for me remain! 
© . Night and Deſpair my fatal Foot-ſteps guide; 
+"That Chance may give the Death which he deny'd. [ Exit. 


[ Ie leads ber. 


Cortez, Vaſquez, Pizarro, and Spaniards return again. 


* Cort. All I hold dear, I trnft to your Defence, [ To Pizarro. 
” Guard her, and, on your Lite, remove not hence. © . 
; . LExeunt Cortez and Vaſquez. 


- P:2. T1 venture that 
** The Gods are good; Þ'1l leave her to their Care, - | 
Steal from my Poſt, and in the Plunder ſhare. . | _; 
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ACT V. SCENE. TI. 
The Chamber Royal, an Indian Hamock 
diſcover d in it. 


Enter Odmar with Souldiers, Guyomar, Alibech, bound. 


Odm. JD ATE is more :juſt than you to my Deſert, 
. And in this Act you blame, Heaven takes my part. 
Guy. Can there be Gods, and no Revenge provide? 
Odm. The Gods, are ever of the Conq'ring Side: 
She's now my Queen, the Spanzards have agreed 
1 to my Father's Empire ſhall ſucceed. 
Alib. How much I Crowns contemn I let thee ſee, 
Chuſing the younger, and refuſing thee. 
Guy. Were ſhe Ambitious ſhe'd diſdain to own "—_ 
The Pageant Pomp of ſuch a Servile Throne: 
A Throne which thou by Parricide doſt gain, 
And by a baſe Submiſſion muſt retain. 
Alib. 1 lov'd thee not before, but, Odmar, know 
That now I hate thee and deſpiſe thee too. 
 Odn. With too much Violence you Crimes purſue, 
Which it I Atted *rwas for Love of you: 
This, if it teach not Love, may teach you Fear: 
I brought not fin ſo far, to ſtop it here. 
Death in a Lover's Mouth would ſound bur ill : 
But know, I either muſt enjoy, or kill. 
Alib. Beſtow, baſe Man, thy idle Threats elſewhere, 
My Mother's Daughter knows not how to fear. 
Since Gxyomar, I mult not be thy Bride, 
Death ſhall enjoy what is to thee deny'd. 
Odm. Then take thy Wiſh 
Guy. Hold, Odmar, hold 
My Kight in A/bech 1 will reſign, 
Rather thanzſeg her Die, TIE fee her thine. 
Alib. In viſathou wouldſt refign, for I will be, 
Ev'n when thou.leav'ſt me, Conſtant ſtill to thee: 
That ſhall not ſave my Lite: wilt thou appear 
Fearful for her who for her ſelf wants Fear? 
Odn. Her Love to him ſhows me a ſurer way : 
T by her Love, her Vertue muſt betray : | Ade. 
Since, A/zbech, you are ſo true a Wite: | [To ber. - 
'Tis in your Pow'r to fave your ods Lit: '1 
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he Gods, by me, your Love and Vertue try: 
For both will ſufter it you let him Dye. 
| Aftib. 1 never can believe you will proceed 
* , To ſich a Black and Execrable Deed. 
| Od. I only threatned you; but could not prove 
So much a Fool to murder what I love: 
* But in his Death, I ſome Advantage ſee: . 
Worſe than it is I'm ſure it cannot be. 
* If you conſent, you with that gentle Breath 
Preſerve his Lite: if not, behold his Death. | Holds his Swordto bis Breaſts 
A/tb, What ſhall I do! | 
Guy. = —- What, are your Thoughts at ſtrife 
About a Ranſom to preferve my Lite? | 
Though to fave yours I did my intreſt give, 
Think not when you were his 1 meant to live. 
Alb. O let him be preſerv'd by any way : 
But name not the foul Price which I muſt Pay: [To Odm- 
Od. You wouldaand would not; I'll no longer ſtay, [Offers againto kill bim. 
Altb. I yield, I yield; but &re- yetI am ll, 
An innocent Defire I would fullfll 
With Guyomar 1 one chaſte Kiſs would leave, 
The firſt and laſt he ever can receive. 
Odm. Have what you ask:. That Minute you agree 
To my Defires, your Husband ſhall be free. | 
. [ They unbind her, ſhe goes to ber Husband. 
Guy. No, Altbech,. we never mutt embrace: [ He turns from her. 
Your guilty Kindneſs why do you miſplace? 
'Tis meant to him, he is your private Choice : 
@ | was made yours, but by the publick Voice. 
" And now you leave me with a poor pretence, 
That your ill AC is for my Life's Defence. 
© Ahlb. Since there remains no other means to try, 
* Think I am falſe; I cannot ſec you die. 
”. Guy. To give for me both Lite and Honour too, 
*® Is more, perhaps, than I could give for you. 
You have done much to cure my Jealouſy, 
But cannot perfect it unleſs both dye: 
.For fince both cannor live, who ſtays behind 
Muſt be thought fearful, or, what's worſe, unkind. 
Altb. 1 never could propoſe: that. Death you chuſe, 
” But am, like you, too jealous to refuſe. po [Embracing 1ut. 
, Together dying we together ſhow, 
” That both did pay that Faith which both-did. owe.. 
”.. Odmn. It then remainsI a& my own Deſign: 
-- Have you your Wills, but I will firſt have mine.. 
iſt me, Soldierg—— | 
©," | pe { They go 10 bind ber, ſhe cries out, 
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Enter Vaſquez, 1wo Spaniards. 
Vaſq. Hold, Odmar, hold, I corhe in happy 
To. hinder my Misfortune, and your Crime. ” 
Odm. You ill return the kindneſs I have ſhown. 
Vaſq. Indian, 1 ſay, delilt. 
Odm. Spamard, be gone. 
Vaſq. This Lady I did for my 1elf deſign: 
Dare you attempt her Honour who is mine? 
Odm. You're much miſtaken; this is She whom F 
Did with my Father's loſs, and Country's buy: 
She whom your promiſe did to me convey. 
When all things elſe were made your common Prey. 
Vaſqg. That Promiſe made, excepted/ one for me; 
One whom | ftill reſerv'd, and this is:She. - + 
Odm. This is not ſhe, you cannot be ſo baſe. 
Vaſq. 1 love too deeply to miſtake the Face: 
The Vanquiſh'd mult receive the Victor's Laws. 
Odmn. It 1am Vanquiſh'd, I my ſelf am cauſe. 
Vaſq. Then thank your ſelf for what you undergo. 
Odm. Thus lawleſs Might does Juſtice overthrow. 
Vaſqg. Traytors, like you, ſhould never Juſtice name. 
Odm. You owe your Triumphs to that Traytors ſhame. 
Bur to your General I'll my Right refer. | | 
Vaſq. He never will proteQ a Raviſher: 
His Generous Heart will ſoon decide our trite; 
He to your Brother will reſtore his Wite. 
It reſts we two our Claim in Combat try, 
And that with-this fair Prize, the Vidtor fly. | 
Odm. Make haſte, LS 
I cannot ſuffer to be long perptext : | 
Conqueſt is my firſt wiſh, and Ih m _ p 
| 1ght, the Spaniards and Indians Ezgbt.”- : 
Alth. The Gods the Wicked by hambves or throw : | _ "I 
All Fight againſt us now, and for us too! [Unbinds ber Husband.”* 
7 The two Spaniards and three Indians kill each other. Vaſquez kills Od- 
mar, Guyomar ru#s to his Brother's Sword. . 
/aſq. Now you are mine; my greateſt Foe is ſlain. To Alibech.:.* 
Guy. A greater {till to vanquiſh does remain. | 
Va/q. Another yet} | | 
The Wounds I make but fow new Enemies: - 
Which from their Blood, like Earth-born Brethren, riſe. 
Guy. Spantard, take breath; ſome reſpite I'll afford,, 
My Cauſe is more advantage than your &vord. 
Vaſg. Thou art ſo brave——could it with Honour be, 
Fd ſeek thy Friendſhip more than ViQtory, 


- 
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Guy. Friendſhip with hina whoIthand-did Quay Kill ! 
* Baſe as he was, he was my. Byother ſtfll; * * 
- And fince his _ __ wa X ru pt 
_ Nat ine for that which thou has ſpilr. 
—_——_—_— [ They fight a Ee and breathe, ' Alibech takes up a 
Sword, and comes on. 
Alib. My Weakneſs may help ſomething in the Strite. | 
Guy. Kill not my Honour to preſerve my Lite: ; | Staying ber. 
Rather than oy = Aid TINGORG on _ gain, 
eien orly W1 ain. | 
> {ER als [She goes bark, they fight again; Vaſquez falls, 
Guy. Now, Spaniard, beg thy Lite, and thou thalr live, 
. Vajq. *Twerevain to ask thee what thou canſt nor gtve: 
My Breath goes out, and lam now no more; . | 
* Yet her Llov'd, in Death I will adore. - [| Dres. 
Guy. Come, Alibech, let us from! hence temove: 
This is a Night of Horrour, not of Love. 
| From every Part I hear a dreadful-Noite : 
* The Vanquiſh'd Crying, aad the ViQtors Joys. 
 TIl to my Father's Aid and Country's tie, | 
And ſuccour both, or in their Ruines die. | [ Exeunt, 


SCENE MH. A Priſon. Fl 
Montezuma, Indian High-Prieſt bound, Pizarro, Spaniaxds with 
Swords drawn, a Chriſtian Prieſt. | 


P72, Thou haſt not yet diſcover all thy Store. 
* Mont. 1 neither can nor will diſcover more: 
"The Gods will _ you, if they be juſt, 

"The Gods will Plague your fſacrilegious Luſt, 


- 


& Cbr. Prieft. Mark how this impious Heathen juſtifies 
His'own falfe Gods, and our true God denies: 
How wickedly he has refusd his Wealth, 
"And hid bis Gold, from Chriſtian Hands, by ſtealth : 
"Down with hitn, kill him, merit Heaven thereby. 
"Ind, thgh-Pr. Can Heayen be Author of ſuch Cruelty ? 
F Piz. Since neither Threats nor Kinducſs will prevail, 
We muſt by other means your Minds affail ; 
Faſten the Engines, ſtretch 'em at-their Length, 
{And pull the ſtreightned Cords with-all your ſtrength. 
z . T1hy faſten them to the Rack, and then pull them. 
_- Mont. The Gods, who made me once a-King, thall know 
J {till am worthy to continue, fo: - 
1 j- _ the Subjet'of your Tyaany, 
e you worle than you can puniſh me. 
. : Know 
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Know I have Gold, which you ſhall never tind, 
No Pains, no Tortures ſhall unlock my Mind: 
Chy. Pr. Pull haxder yet ; he does not feel the Rack. 
Mont. Pull till my Veins break and *my Sinews crack. 
Ind. High-Pr. When will you end your barb'rons Cruelty ?' 
I beg not to eſcape, I beg to die. 
Mont. Shame on thy Prieſt-hood, that ſuch Prayers can bring: 
Is it not brave to ſufter with thy King ? 
When Monarchs fufter, Gods themſelves bear part 
Then well may'ſt thou who but my Vaſſal art: 
I charge thee dare not groan, nor one lign, 
Thou at thy Torments doſt the leaſt repine. - 
Ind High-Pr. You took an Oath when you receiv'd your Crown, - 
The Heavens ſhould pour their uſual Bleffmgs down ; 
The Sun ſhould ſhine, the Earth it Fruits produce, 
And mought be wanting .to your SubjeQts Ute : 
Yet we with Famine were opprelſs'd, and now 
Mult io the Yoke of cruel Maſters bow. 
Mont. If thoſe above, who,made the World, could be 
Forgetful of it, why then blam'lt thou'me 7 $6 
Chr. Pr. Thoſe Pains, O Prince, thou ſuffer ſt now, are light, 
Compar'd to thoſe, which when thy Soul takes flight, 
Immortal, endleſs, thou muſt then endure, 
Which Death begins, and Time can never cure. 
Mont. Thou art deceiv'd : for whenſo&er 1 die. 
The Sun my Father bears my Soul on high: 
He lets me down a Beam, and mounted there , 
He draws it back, and pulls me through the Air : 
I in the Eaſtern Parts, and rifing Sk _ 
You in Heav'ns Downfal, and the Weſt muſt lie. 
Chr. Pr. Fond Man, by Heathen Tgnorance miſled, 
Thy Soul deſtroying when thy Body's dead : 
Change yer thy Faith, and buy Eternal Reſt. 
Ind. High-Pr. Die in your own, for our Belief is beſt; 
Mont. In ſeeking Happineſs you both agree, 
But in the ſearchthe Paths ſo different be, 
That all Religions with each other fight, 
While only one can lead usin the Right, 
Bur rill that one hath ſome more certain Mark, - 
Poor Humane-kind-muſt wander in the dark ; es Gre 
And ſuffer Pains cternally&below, dh, s 
For that, which here weEnnot come to knovy. 
Chr. Pr. That which we worſhip, and which you believe, 
From Nature's common Hand we both receive : 
All under various Names, adore and love 
One Power Immenſe, which ever tules above 
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| Vice to abhor, and Vertue to purſue, | 
1s both believ'd and taught by us and you : 
' Bur here our Worſhip takes another way—— . 
Mont. Where both agree 'tis there moſt ſafe to ſtay : 
For what's more vain than publick Light to ſhun, | 
And ſer up Tapers while we ſee the.Sun ? 
Chr. Pr. Though Nature teaches whom we ſhou'd adore, 
By Heav'nly Beams we ſtill diſcover more. 
Mont. Or this muſt be enough, or to Mankind 
One equal way to Bliſs is not delign'd. 
For though ſome more may know, and ſome know leſs, 
Yet all muftknow enough for Happineſs. 
* Chr. Pr. If inthis middle way you ſtill pretend 
To ſtay, your Journey never will ow. end. 
Mont. Howe'er 'tis better in the midſt to ſtay, 
Than wander farther in uncertain way. 
© Chr. Pr. But we by Matyrdom our Faith avow. 
Mont. You do no more than I for ours do now, 
To prove Religion true—— 
 Tfeither Wit or Sufferings would ſuffice, 
All Faiths afford the Conſtant and the Wiſe : 
* © And yet evn they, by Education ſway'd 
» In Age defend what Infancy obey'd. 
- _ Chr. Pr. Since Age by erring Child-hood is miſled, 
Refer your ſelf to our uncrring Head. 
Mont. Man and not erre? What Reaſon can you give? 
Chr. Pr. Renounce that Carnal Reaſon, and believe. 
Mont. The Light of Nature ſhould I thus betray, 
*Twere to wink hard that I might ſee the Day. 
Chr. Pr. Condemn not yet the way you do not know ; 
11 make your Reaſon judge what way to go. 
* Mont. 'Tfs much too late for me new ways to take, 
| Who have but one ſhort ſtep of Life to make. 
Pzz. Increaſe their Pains, the Cords are yet too ſlack. 
Chr. Pr. I muſt by force convert him on the Rack. 
' Td. High-Pr. 1 faint away, and find I can no more: 
Give leave, O King, I may reveal thy Store, 
And free my ſelffrom Pains I cannot bear. F 
* Mont. Think'ſt thou I lie on Beds of Roſes, here, 
- :Or in a wanton Bath ftretch'd at oy Ft 
- Die, Slave, and with thee die ſuch Thoughts as theſe, 


I [High-Peleſt turns afide, and Dies. 
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Ah, Father, Father, what do I endure, 


. Muſt I\chear you? 


* Bur weep not you, and 
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Enter Cortez attended by Spaniards, be ſpeaks entring. 


Cort. On pain of death kill.none but thoſe who fight ; 
I much Repent me of this bloody Night: 
Slaughter grows Murther when it goes too far, 
And makes a Maſlacre what was a War: 
Sheath all your Weapons, and in filence move, 
= Sacred here to Beauty and to Love. 
X | 
What diſmal Sight is this which takes from me | 
All the Delight that waits on Vidtory ! [ Runs to take bim off the Rack. , 
Make haſte: how now, Religion do you frown? | 
Haſte, holy Avarice, and help him down. 


[Sees Montezuma. » | 


[ Embracing Montezuma. 
To ſee theſe Wounds my Pity cannot cure ! 
Mont. Am 1 fo low, that you ſhould pity bring, 
And give an Infants Comfort to'a King? 
Ask theſe, if I have once-unmanly groan'd ; | 
Or ought have done deſerving to be moan'd, _ - £3 

Cort, Did I not charge thou ſhould'ſt not ſtir from hence?  _ {To Pizarro. 

But Martial Lawſhall puniſh thy Offence. a” am 
And you, [To the Chr, Prieſt, 
Who ſaucily teach Monarchs to-obey, | 
And the wide World in narrow Cloyſters ſay ; 
Set up by Kings as humble Aids of Power, 
You that which bred you Viper-like devour, 
You Enemies of Crowns. . | 

Cbr. Pr. — — Come, let's away, 

We but provoke his Fury by our ſtay. 

Cort, If this go free, farewel thatDilcipline, 
Which did in Spa7/h Camps ſeverely ſhine: 
Accurſed Gold, 'tis thou haſt causd'theſe Crimes, 
Thou turn'ſt our Steel againſt thy Parent Climes! , ; 
And into Sparn-wilt fatally be brought, , __ e [i R. 
vince with the Price of Blood tho TSS art Furl | [ Ex. Prieſt and Pizar. 

Cort. Can you forget thoſe Crimes np did rhed rg | 

Mont. Fl do what for my" Dignity is ft: © 
Riſe, Sir; I'm fatisfed the-Fault was theirs: 
Truſt me you make me weep to ſte your Tears: 


Cort. Ah Heavens! _ ne RY 

ION. nn Tory: to blame, -_. << 

Your GfieE.is cruel, for it s my Shame, $- 

Donf pat "ara to wy wance bring: | 
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* You have forgot thatI your Death defign'd, 
© To fatisfie the proud A/meriz's mind; - , 
* You, who preſerv'd my Life, I doom'd to die. '- ay T 
* Cort. Your Love did that, and not your Cruelty. - | 


| Enter a Spaniard. 
Span. Prince Gxyomar the Combat ſtUll maintains, 
Our Men retreat, and he their Ground regains : 
- * Brt once encourag'd by our General's Sight, 
* We boldly ſhould renew the doubtful Fight. 
. Cort. Remove not hence, you ſhall not long attend: 
* Fl aid my Soldiers, yet preſerve my Friend. 
Mont. Excellent Man! - 

© But I, by living, poorly take the way 

* To injure Goodneſs, which 1 cannor pay. | 


, 
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[To Montez. : 


Enter Almeria. 
Am. Ruinand Death run arm'd through every Street ; 
\ And yet that Fate Iſeek 1 cannot meet: 
* What Guards Misfortunes are and miſery ! 

Death that ſtrikes at}, yet ſeems afraid of me. 
* Mons. Almeria's here, O-turn away your Face! 
-- Muftyow be witneſs too of my Diſgrace? | 
'- + An. 1 am not that Almeria whom you knew, | | 
But want that pity I deny'd to you: | | 

Your Conquerour, Alas! has vanquiſh'd me; 

But he retuſes his own Victory : 
\- While all are Captives, in your. Conquer'd State, 
 T find a wretched Freedom in his hate. | 
Mont. Couldit thon thy Love on one who ſcorn'd thee loſe? 
He ſaw not with my Eyes who' could refuſe: 
* Him who could prove ſo much unkind to thee, 

'I neer will ſuffer to be kind tome. © 
An. | am content in Death to ſhare your Fate; 
And die for him I love with bim I hate. _.- 

1M03r Wh Thatt Edo, in this perplexing ſtreight! 
Myon Libre: to bear my weight: | 
oy” | Endeaguouring to walk, mot being able. 
| TI cannot go to Death to ſet me free: . ,.. # 
Death muſt be kind, and come himfelf to me; 


Alm. Ive thought upon t: I have Aﬀairs below, [ Alm. nufings 

Which 1 muſt needs diſpatch betore1-go: *N : 

Di. 1 have found a place where you may. be, .- ,,-*%i -+ + | To bm. 
{Though not preſerv'd ) yet like a King dit free;. - - int of I i 
The General lett your Daughter in the Tower, .. - PTR $6154 
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z while refiſt the Spantard's x We 


Thoſe whom in vain you think *o find below. 


-Indren Emprroar. 


os 
Mont. Make haſte and call , 
She'll hear your Voice, and anſwer from the Wall, | 
Alm. My Voice the knows and fears, but uſe your own, | 
And to gain Entrance, feign you are alone. [ Alm. ſteps behind. 
Mont. Cydara ! | 
{4 /m.-—— Louder. 
Mont. Daughter! 
Alm. Louder yet. 
Mont. Thou canſt not ſure, thy Father's Voice forget. | 
| [He Knocks at the Door, at laft Cydaria looks, 
. over the Balcony. 
Cd. Since my Love went I have been frighted ſo, 
Wirth djſtmal Groans and Noiſes from below : 
I durſt'not ſend my Eyes abroad for fear 
Of ſeeing Dangers, which I yet but hear. 
Mont. Cydaria ! 
Od. Sure 'tis my Father calls. 
Mont. Dear Child, make haſte , 
All hope of Succour, but from thee, is paſt : 
As when upon the Sands the Traveller 
Sees the high Sea come rolling from afar, 
The Land grow ſhort, he mends his weary pace, 
While Death behind him covers all the Place : 
So I by Swift Misfortunes am. purſu'd, 
Which on each other, are like Waves renew'd. 
C.yd. Are you alone ? 
Mont. I am. 
Cyd, —— Fl ſtreight deſcend ; - 
Heaven did you here tor both our Safeties ſend. | 
[ Cydaria deſcends and opens the Door, Almeria raſhes 
betwixt with Montezuma, ; 
Cyd. Almeria here ! then I am. loſt again. . [Both thrift, 
Alm. Yield to my ſtrength ; you ſtruggle but in yain. : | 
Make haſte and ſhut, our Enemies appear. | 
[ Cortez and Spaniards appear at the other end. 
Cyd. Then do you enter, and let me ſtay here. | 
[ 4s /he ſpeaks, Almeria overpowers ber, 
| thruſts ber in, and ſhuts. -: 
Cort. Sure, 1 both heard her Voice, and ſaw her Face, 
She's like a Viſion vaniſh'd from the place. 
Too late I find my Abſence was too long ; 
My Hopes grow fickly, and The Ke grow ſtrong. 4 
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e Knocks a little, then Montezuma, Cydariay 
Almeria appear above. | 
Alm. Look up, look up, and ſee if you can know 
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 Czd. Look up, and ſee Cydariz's loſt Eſtate. 
Mont. And caſt one look-on Montezuma's Fate 
Cort, Speak not ſuch diſmal words as wound my Ear : 
Nor name Death to me when Cydar:'s there. 
Deſpair not, Sir > who knows but Conqu'ring Span 
May part of what you loſt reſtore again ? 
nt. No, Spamard, know , he who to. Empire born, 
Lives to be leſs, deſerves the Viftor's Scorn : 
Kings and their Crowns have but one Deſtiny : 
Povyrer is their Lite, when that expires they die. 
Cyd. What dreadful words are theſe ! | 
Mont. Name Lite no more z 
'Tis now a Torture worſe than all I bore ; 
Il not be brib'd- to ſuffer Lite, but die 
- In ſpight of your miſtaken Clemency. 
' I was your Slave, and I was us'd like one ; 
+ The Shame continues when the Pain is gone : 
* But I'm a King while this is in my Hand 
'» He wants no Subjetts who can Death command : 
* You ſhould have ty'd him up, tr have conquer me, 
* But he's ſtill mine, and thus he fats me free. Stabs himſelf. 
| Ld; Oh my dear Father! | : 
Cort, Haſte, break open the Door: 
A/m. When that is forc'd there yet remain two. more. | 
| [ The Souldiers break open the firſt Door and go 12. 
* We ſhall have time enough to take our way, | 
* *Ere any can our. Fatal. Journey ſtay. 
& AMont. Already mine is alt: O Powers Divine; 
> Take my laſt Thanks; no longer I repine: x 
- F might have livd'my own Miſthaps to mourn, 
> While ſome would pity me, but more would ſcorn! 
© For Pity only on freſh ObjeQts ſtays ; 
* But with the tedious ſight of Woes decays. 
- Still leſs and leſsmy Boyling Spirits flow ; 
- And I grow {tifFas cooling Metals do : | 
> Farewel Almeria——— [ Dies, 
-: Gd—— He's gone, he's gone, 
| And leaves poor me Defenceleſs here alone. 
- Alm. You ſhall not long be 10 : Prepare to die, 
© That you may bear your Father. Company. 
-- Gd. Oh -name not Death to me, you fright me ſo, 
2 hat with the Fear I ſhall prevent the Blow : 
know your Mercy's more than to deſtroy. 
_ thing 1o young, 1o-innocent as I. | 
EEorr. Whence can proceed thy cruel Thirſt of Blood, 
ab'rous Woman! Woman !'that's too good, 


' [iis Sword, 
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" That Tongue er utter'd, or that Heart er thought, 


T dare not go; and yet how dare I ſtay? 4 
Her I would ſave; I murder either way. 
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Too tnit for thee; there's Pity in 


that Name, 
But thou haſt loſt thy Pity with thy Shame. Fr 
Alm. Your cruel words have pierc'd me to the Heart , 


But-on. my Rival TIl revenge my*S 
Cort, Oh, ſtay your hand! = 4 my Fault, 


I'll ſpeak the kindeſt words ———— 


Dear-——Lovely IWeet. 
Alm. This but oftends me more; 
You act your Kindneſs on Cydaria's Score. 
Cyd. For his dear ſake let me my Lite zeceive. 
Alm. Fool, for his. ſake alone you muſt nor live: 
Revenge is now my Joy ;- he's nor for me, 
And Tl make ſure he ne're ſhall be for thee. 
Cyd. Bur what's my Crime? 
Lilm 'Tis loving where I love. 
Cyd. Your own HR does my AC approve. 
£/m. Tis ſuch a Fault I never can forgive. 
Cyd. How can I mend, unleſs you let me live? 

I yet am Tender, Young, and tull of Fear, 

And dare not die, but fain would. tarry here. 
Corr. If Blood you ſeek;-T will my own refign: 

O ſpare her Lite, and in exchange take mine. | 
Alm. The Love you ſhew bur haſtes her Death the more. 
Cort, T1 run, and help to force the inner Door. [1s going 31 haſte. . 
Alm. Stay, Spaniard, ſtay, depart not from my Eyes; F # 

That.moment that I loſe your fight ſhe dies. - 

To look on you, PFll grant a ſhort. Reprieve. 

Cort. O make your Gift. more full, and let her live : 


Cyd. Can you be 1o hard-hearted to deſtroy. 
My tipening Hopes, that are ſo near to. Joy ? 
E Juſt approach to all I would poſleſs : 

Death only ſtands 'twixt me «nd Happineſs. 

Alm. Your Father, with his Lite has loſt his Throne: 
Your Countrey's Freedom and Renown is gone. | 
Honour requires your Death :,you muſt obey. 

Cyd. Do you die firſt; and ſhew me then the way. 

Alm. Should you not follow, my Revenge were loſt. 

Gd. Then rite again and fright me with your Ghoſt, 
Am, I will not truſt to that, fince Death I chuſe, F 
P11 not leave you that Life which I refuſe: OY 
If Death's a Pain, it is not leis to me; 

And it 'ris nothing, 'tis no more to thee. 


But harx! the Noiſe increaſes from behind, 
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| Takethere a Rivals Gift— —_ 
Cort. Perdition ſeize thee tor {o black a'Deed. | 
Alm. Blame not an A which did fromLove proceed: 


Stand fair, and let my Heart-blood on thee flow. 

Cd. Stay Life, and keep me in the cheerful Light ; 
Death is too black, and dwells in too much Nighr. 
Thou leav'ſt me, Life, but Love ſupplies thy part, 
find keeps me warm by lingring in my Heart, 

Yet dying for him, I thy Claim remove; 
How dear it coſts ro conquer in my love ; | 
Now {trike; that thought, I hope, will arm my Breaſt. 
A/m. Ah with what diftering paſhons am I preſt ! 
Cd. Death, when far off, did terrible appear ; 
But looks leſs dreadful as he comes more near. ' 
Alm, O Rival, I have loſt the power to kill ; 
Strength hath torſook my Arm, and Rage my Will : 
I muſt furmount that Love which thou haſt ſhown : 
Dying for him is due to me alone. 
Thy weaknels ſhall not boaſt the Victory, 
Now thou ſhalt live, and dead Fll conquer thee : 
Soldiers alh{t me down. [ Exeunt from above led by Souldiers;, and 
Ep enter both led by Cortez. 
Cort. Is there no danger then? [ To Cydaria. 
Cyd. You need not fear | 
My Wound, I cannot die when you are near. 
Cort. You for my ſake, Lite to Cydarra give , [ To Almeria. 
And I could die for you, it you might live. 
Am. Enough, I die'content, now you are kind; 
KilFd in my Limbs, reviving in my Mind : 
Come near, Cydarta, and forgive my Crime, [ Cydaria ſtarts back. 
You need not fear my. Rage a ſecond rime : 
T1t-bathe your _ in Tears for my Offence : | | 
That Hand which made ir makes this Recompence. | Ready to joyn their bands. 
I would have joyn'd you, but my Hearr's too high: 
You will, too ſoon poſſeſs him when T die. 
Cort. She faints, O ſoftly, fet her down. 
Ahn. Tis paſt! 

In thy lov'd Boſom let me-breathe my lait. 

Here in this one ſhort Moment that I live, 

I have what eer the longeſt Lite could give 
© Cors. Farewel, thou generous Maid: ev'n Victory = | 

- Glad as it is, mult lend fome Tears to thee! | I'o Cydaria. 
+ Many I dare not ſhed, leſt you believe _ | 
'Tjoy in you lef6 than tor her I grieve. 
 -Cyd. But are-you ſure She's dead: * - 


| Dies. 


TI thus revenge thee with this fatal Blow, - [Stabs ber ſelf. 
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I muſt embrace you faſt, before I know 
Whether my Life be yet ſecure dr no: 
Some other Hour I will to Tears allow ; 
But having you, can ſhew- no Sorrow now. 


Enter Guyomar and Alibech bound with Souldiers. 


Cort. Prince Guyomar 1n onde ! O Friendſ{hip's Shame! 


It makes me bluſh to own a Victor's Name. | Unbinds him, Cydaria, Albech. 


Cd. See, Alibech, Almeria lies there : 
But do not think *twas I that murder d her. 


[ Alibech &ncels and kiſſes her Dead Si/t-r.. 


Cort. Live and enjoy more than your Conquerour : 
Take all my Love, and ſhare in all my Power. 
Guy. Think me not proudly rude, it I forfake 


| Tholc Gifts I cannot with my Honour take : 


I tor my Countrey fought, and would again, 
Had | yet lett a Countrey to maintain : 
Bur fince the Gods decreed. it otherwile, 


*a...1 never will on its dear Ruines riſe. 


Ali. Of all your Goodneſs leave to our diſpole, 
Our Liberty's the only Gift we chule : 
Abſence alone can make our Sorrows lels ; 
And not toſee what we can ne'er redrels. 

Guy. Northward, beyond the Mountains, we will go, 
Where Rocks Tie cover'd with Eternal Snow : 
Thin Herbage in the Plains and Fruitleſs Fields, 
The Sand no Gold, the Mine no Silver yields : 
There Love and Freedom we'll in Peace enjoy 3 
No Spaniards will that Colony deſtroy. 
We to our ſelvs will all our wiſhes grant ; 
And nothing coveting can nothing want. 

Cort. Fir{t your great Father's Funeral Pomp provide: 
That done, in Peace your Generous Exiles guide, 
While I loud Thanks pay to the Powers above, 


 Thus.doubly bleſt with Conqueſt and with Love. 


[ To Guyomar. 


